


The Master's Beloved Pawn

by xXCourageousXx



Category: Game of Thrones
Genre: Drama, Romance
Language: English
Characters: Petyr B., Sansa S.
Pairings: Sansa S./Petyr B.
Status: In-Progress
Published: 2016-04-06 04:38:54
Updated: 2016-04-24 03:53:14
Packaged: 2016-04-27 23:06:40
Rating: T
Chapters: 5
Words: 42,271
Publisher: www.fanfiction.net
Summary: In the Game of Thrones, there is a winner and a loser. To even have a chance at surviving the Game one has to be quite skilled at discerning how the rules shift and playing it to their advantage. But when a particular Mockingbird allows himself to be distracted by a Pawn he finds the Game changing and the endgame turning towards something he could never have planned for.





	1. The Bargain

XxX

The dark, stone room filled with long shadows as the evening set in around the castle, casting an ominous spell upon King's Landing. The only source of light, apart from the sliver of moon painted over the glassy sea, was the roaring fire in the far end of the room, which was still cool despite the immense effort of the grand flames.

A pair sat next to each other at the table in one of the rooms deep in the castle, away from the beauty of the night, their heads almost touching as they placed the final touches on their next plot.

Softly, a knock echoed throughout the room, hushing their whispers.

Lifting her head, which caught the fire and crowned her with a sinister halo, Cersei beckoned, "Enter."

"You desired to see me, my lord and lady?" Came the formal reply from Petyr Baelish as he was escorted into the room. Guards lingered on either side of the Player of Thrones, forcing another layer to build upon his thick mask so as to conceal his unnerve. He stopped at the far end of the table, fixing his sleeve as he always did, a nasty habit he had taken up in his youth, and tried to look unperturbed.

"Yes, won't you join us Lord Baelish?" Cersei inquired, her voice that of a cat who knew it was about to win.

His grey eyes, dusted with green, wandered to the empty chair beside the Hand of the King before chancing one last look up at the pair and moving towards them to take up his assigned seat. Cersei had yet to take her eyes from the Lord, her face remaining unreadable, her plans not yet ready to be unveiled.

Perching on the chair's edge like a mockingbird preparing to take flight at a moment's notice, Petyr rested his hand on the table and looked between the two, "You desired to see me?" He repeated informally, keeping his tone easy and light.

Tywin Lannister decided to prolong the silence by pouring them each a glass of wine, handing them out and taking a deep drink of his own goblet before he replied, "Indeed, we were just discussing your…proposal during our last talk. The one that involves the young Stark girl and her future."

Petyr's heart beat faster than any small bird's wings, nervous his plan to sneak the young girl out of the city to Eyrie had been uncovered. The green marbled with the grey, hardening as he dared a look at the doors, which were clearly barred and guarded, and he instantly started preparing his speech for why the rumor was untrue.

"Specifically, your idea on how to keep her as a part of our Game's court and, eventually, give her a reason to play." Tywin explained, easing the Lord's pulse.

Petyr turned to the older adviser, the sincere surprise in his eyes fitting the moment, "Oh?" He managed, his thoughts turning to recall which meeting Tywin was referring to. There had been so many ideas cast about the last few weeks concerning the girl as each House sought to snatch the Northern heir that he couldn't place which plan the Lannister wanted to revisit.

"Yes, I believe we were too hard on your status, saying that you were too lowly of birth was short sighted of us." Tywin swirled his goblet, gazing into its depths as if it held the answer to all questions, "Truly, if a man can make it to where you are without any blood or money to his name then he is a man to be respected and regarded as a key player in the Game. He is not a man we want against us at any point." He looked up, his weathered eyes pale but ruthless as he smirked. The true meaning behind the words shone through in that look.

And, with the extra pieces, Petyr put it all together and instantly knew what plan they were discussing. His back leaned lightly against the uncomfortable wood of the delicately carved chair as his wit worked, knowing that the Lannisters always required more than they gave.

"We brought you here, at this late hour, to inquire if your offer to secure the girl for us was still good?" Tywin asked, his tone one of courtesy instead of true inquiry. Of course the offer was good, no one dared to even think of going back on their word to the Hand of the King, especially when the King was a sadistic boy with countless ways of tormenting others.

Cersei's eyes narrowed as she let a dark grin paint her red lips. Petyr took note; knowing more than one Game was being played and that he had to uncover what she wanted sooner rather than later. As for now, though, he would have to let the matter rest as he finished the one with Tywin.

Slowly, in a pretense of consideration, Petyr nodded and dropped his head so they couldn't see his face, even though he let no expression trickle across it as he calculated his next move, "Indeed, my lord. I am at your service for whatever you need and see fit to do." Came the seasoned response, the exact one the Lannister pair had counted on.

If Petyr wasn't a seasoned player of the Game he would have let his pleasure at their change of heart, if it could be called that, drip into his eyes and allow his thrill of succeeding distract him from the Game afoot. But, Petyr was well seasoned and he knew better than to play to their advantage at this time. He had already risked much when he had first offered to wed the girl – it had been an impulse and an un-thought out move at the time, one which had only been said in response when they had first suggested that the young Stark marry to the youngest Lannister, the Imp.

Petyr would learn from his mistake this time and keep to the safer, higher ground. Thus, he remained quiet and waited for them to break the silence.

"Good, that is very good to hear, Lord Baelish." Tywin replied after finishing his drink, "With Joffrey's wedding coming up we will not have sufficient funds to pay for an additional one for an orphaned girl, of course. As such, coupled with your status and earned title, we see it fit to push for a short engagement concluding with an elopement before the Godswoods within a fortnight so that it will not interfere with…other plans."

Petyr wanted to inquire after the girl as to whether she still needed more time to mourn the loss of her brother and mother before being arranged in a marriage with him, someone he knew she would not be happy to be paired off with, especially considering she had her heart set on Sir Loras. But he knew better than to expect or even to ask for any compassion from those before him when the topic concerned the deaths of traitors to their House.

"She is quite a religious little dove; it will mean so much to her Lord Baelish to be married before the Heart Tree." Cersei explained, her eyes teasing, "And she would greatly appreciate the hush of the arrangement. Sansa has always prefer not to be fussed over anyway and, considering she will be marrying quite lower than she had ever thought she would as a Stark, I think it will be best not to heap more embarrassment on the poor girl. No, that would be cruel. It is best to give her a quick, discrete engagement and a quiet ceremony before the trees."

The venomous words met their intended mark, reminding Petyr that he was still, and would always be, lowlier than them, but they didn't remain in his guarded heart or linger in his turning thoughts. His focus was solely on the young girl who had just found out within the week that she was well on her way to being the last of her line and coming up with a way to buy her more time to mourn. As such, Petyr would also be grated time to woo her properly, and permanently, to his side and possibly help her warm to the idea of being his lady wife instead of forcing a rushed marriage upon her. But that was just an afterthought; at least, that is what the Lord told himself.

Petyr was definitely a Master of the Game, but to say he was completely heartless when it came to the women of House Stark was a grievous mistake. Of course that was a trait he kept strictly to himself.

A new plan revealed itself to the Lord, one which might give Sansa the time she needed, "Has she flowered? There is no use in taking a young wife if she is not yet able to carry a child." He inquired, fixing his cuff and trying to appear unmoved by the topic.

Cersei saw through him like glass, knowing how much he desired the girl, "She flowered a few months ago. Her Septa, who has assured me that her maiden's gift is still intact, agrees that it is time for her to be brought under the protection of a husband before she becomes too tempting to those in the castle. Sansa is entering the peak of her womanhood and the pinnacle of her beauty, surly you have noticed? Everyone else has." She asked, her head rolling slightly to study him, "Sansa should be able to carry strong sons quite well. Women of the North are known for their durability. So…there is no problem with her to be found, my lord. But, that's not what you are worried about, is it?" She toyed before him, trying to bait him, "You shouldn't have any problem placing a child within her belly, should you Littlefinger?"

Petyr refused the lure and, finishing the last pull of his cuff, looked up to meet her straight on, "The House of Baelish has never had a problem securing their place in this world." He replied, folding his hands together gracefully on the table in a silent defeat, knowing that was the last card he had to play and that he couldn't buy Sansa any time like he had wanted to.

"Indeed, it hasn't." Cersei replied, looking down her long nose at him and choosing to wait for another day to continue their Game.

Tywin, who had been sitting back watching their banter with amusement, circled the lip of his goblet with a finger, "Now, of course, we will require a…favor of sorts, in exchange for our generous gift to you, Lord Baelish."

The pale lips of the Lord turned up into a grin, having wondered when what they wanted would be addressed, "I am truly your humble servant, my lord, and will do whatever I can to help advance your desires for the flourishing Kingdom. It is not a favor, but an honor to—"

"No need for laud and fawning, Lord Baelish. This is business, nothing more." Tywin waved away Petyr's words, "You will need to save your charm for when you go to bed the Stark girl. Not all of them fall so easily into your sheets, if you remember correctly, and it might take a bit to win her loyalty, especially considering the treatment you showed her father."

Petyr leaned back in the chair, seeking to size up the elder Lannister and figure out his hand. Thought Petyr had always held to the code of confusing ones enemies, he could usually see through their smoke and mirrors with ease and deduce their game. Tonight however, as he received what he had wanted for a long while, he found his discernment slightly off point.

"You need to secure the support of the Eyrie for us." Tywin finally stated, his eyes narrowed and serious.

"How do you propose I go about that, my lord?" Petyr asked, the hairs on his neck raising as he thought through the different options.

The only sure way he could think of to secure the title of Lord of the Vale was by marrying into the line and there was only one female, the regent as it were, in the line: Lysa Arryn. But that went against everything they had previously discussed, unless they meant for Sansa to be a kept woman instead of his wife – but that too was problematic because they had mentioned a Heart Tree, where only vows of marriage were spoken.

Raising a brow, Petyr looked back to the Lannister. _How do you plan for me to marry the Stark girl within a fortnight and yet have me secure the Eyrie when the only option for that would be marriage? There must be a great plot in the making_, Petyr thought to himself, his eyes wandering to the fire as he mulled over different ideas.

Tywin smirked darkly, the plan already written out in his thoughts, and cleared his throat to bid the Lord's attention to him, "Oh, do not worry yourself. You will have the Stark girl in your bed within the month. Besides, I would never ask you to stoop so low as to marry the basket case that is Lady Arryn. Not even someone of your rank should be forced to endure such a punishment." He reached for the pitcher and poured another glass of wine, "But, once you are wedded and bedded, I would like you to travel to the Eyrie to ensure their alliance by using that striking charm of yours to convince the protective mother, who was quite fond of you in her youth and, rumors has, still is, that her dear little boy would flourish as the Lord of the Vale under a man's watchful eye. I want you to convince her to sign over wardship of young Robin to me and then do as you see fit with the loose ends."

Petyr opened his mouth to inquire after Sansa, but the Queen Regent was a step ahead of him.

"Do not worry about your young, little bride, my lord; I will keep the little dove under my watchful eye. No harm will come to her." Her eyes grew sinister, casting a negative and distrusting feel upon her promise.

Petyr shifted his foot under the table, uneasy with the proposition, and pretended to consider it.

He, along with everyone else, had seen the way Joffrey gazed at Sansa Stark, it had been the driving force behind the question he was about to ask. The lust in the malicious King's face was written clearly, almost uncomfortably, on ever part of his face, something Joffrey never even attempted to conceal. And, especially after what had happened to Ros, Petyr swore he would never leave Sansa's side while that monster still lived, he wasn't about to take back his self-imposed oath. Not now, not ever.

In addition to his concern towards the Boy-King, as Cersei had said, the young Stark had truly come into her body and was glowing in her youthful beauty which set up a steep temptation that even the most skilled of players could fall into. It was a spell that Petyr had found himself under, an enchantment only certain ones with Tully blood knew.

Coupled with the temptation of lust, the Lord also found himself slowly being taken over by an odd sense of jealousy at the attention little Sansa was receiving in court. It wasn't just about envious possession as it had been about with Cat, but something else. Something Petyr was not willing to admit for fear of the weakness it brought with it.

All in all, married or not, he could not truly protect Sansa from the advances of others if he was not present. Ultimately, a ring and their spoken vows before the old gods wouldn't be enough to shield the young bride if one stumbled upon her, alone, in the gardens and the temptation grew too great.

Money could only garner a certain amount of protection and even then there wasn't anyone he trusted to watch out for her in his absence, just as there wasn't anyone now who he could count upon, which is what kept him tied to King's Landing and continually pushing off business elsewhere.

"You will need to use whatever means necessary to get Lysa to agree to the arrangement." Tywin continued, trying to sway Petyr to his side, "That is no place for a young bride, especially one who isn't a player in the Games nor knows how to conduct herself in such plots. She is too innocent still to understand the Games of Men. Her father passed on his too honorable heart to her, I doubt she will ever be able to lie properly. You would do better to lock her in your chambers while you go about your exploits."

"You underestimate my teaching skills, my lord. I am sure that I can play her well enough to keep her in line and sticking to her part." Petyr chanced, finding his confidence and trying an alternative route, "Also, as her husband, I have a right to decide where she comes and goes, as well as where she stays. The law says as much."

"Careful, Lord Baelish, she is not your _yet_." Tywin warned.

Petyr inclined his head, pulling back his advances, "Indeed, my lord. Excuse my insolence, it was not intended."

"Sansa will not be able to play a part. Obedient she may be, but she has no skills apart from domestic." Cersei countered, annoyed by his objection, "She can't lie for anything, you yourself have said as much, and will give you away the instant you step foot in the Eyrie."

"My opinion respectfully differs from yours, my lady." Petyr replied, reluctantly turning to the Queen Mother, "I think you underestimate her Stark blood and how much of a player she can be when given the chance." He turned back to Tywin, the most powerful of all the Lannisters, to gain ground, "We have to attract her to our side of the cause and, to do that successfully, we need to give a little and show her how much power she wields, but only within the boundaries we have establish for her. We have to have her rely solely on us. To accomplish this, we must give her something to gain her trust, something that can be taken away at a moment's notice if we are not in the picture, so that she is easier to control later. The direwolf won't bite the hand that tends to it if it is trained well from a pup."

"How will you be able to seduce Lady Arryn when accompanied by your little wife? Surly Sansa will be a distraction not just to you but her Aunt as well, stirring up deep loyalties she holds for her dead sister." Cersei continued, "Not to mention that wife of yours could potentially undermine any of your attempts to bed another. Sansa will not be happy with your match, I assure you, but she will be even more upset by the fact that her lord husband is not keeping the vows he stated before her gods to be loyal to her alone. She could ruin all of our plans if she accompanies you to the Eyrie." Cersei countered, the desperation cracking her voice as she saw herself losing control of the red-headed Stark.

"There are ways to win a woman's favor without the need of sheets, my lady. Lady Arryn is an old friend of mine and you can rest assured that she supports our cause. And, besides, Lady Arryn has not seen Sansa since she was a child—"

Cersei leaned back in her chair with crossed arms, mumbling, "Was and is…"

"—and if you are worried about her being swayed by the visit of a Stark, Sansa can dye her hair and go as my niece, a ward of mine and nothing more. I know Lysa to be a very jealous woman, she has been ever since we were children, as such I have already decided that it would be safest for Sansa if she appears as a charge instead of my wife for the duration of our stay." Petyr held out his hands, daring her to ask another question and test his resolve. They might have won on the requirement for a short engagement but they would not be winning on this.

"A trip outside of these walls will offer her a taste of freedom, a reason to trust me and sway her to our plans eventually." Petyr pressed, "It will be a gift, if you will, for how obedient she has been and will show her what is to come if she keeps behaving herself. Besides, it will be quite easy to sway the girl to change her appearance to accompany me, more than anything she desires to be away from King's Landing anyway, and it will be even easier to convince her that she needs to keep up a front so as not to be sent back."

Cersei's eyes slit, knowing she had met her match this day.

Tywin leaned back, studying the Lord, tapping his finger against his thin lips. Petyr held his head high, letting his eyes return boldly to meet Tywin's and daring him to find fault with what he said.

"You believe you can train the pawn to be of controllable use later on?" Tywin mulled aloud, his eyes narrowing in study.

"I do." Petyr smiled like Cheshire cat. By the sour etched in Cersei's face, he knew he was gaining ground, "The girl has taken enough hits for our cause, if we want to use her to our advantage later we must start giving her sometime in return for her suffering. Showing her we trust her with this assignment and loosening the reigns enough to give her a controlled sense of freedom might help our cause. Who better to sway the North back to us than their sole heir?" Petyr finished with a charmed smile.

"Father, you can't seriously be considering—"

With a sharply raised hand Tywin instantly silenced his daughter, reminding her of her place.

"Very well, Lord Baelish." Each word was said with a growing weight, as if the following should be taken with great heed, "If you believe that you can control the direwolf pup, than she is yours to do with as you see fit. But if she fails, she will not be the only one. Am I understood?"

Petyr gave a solid nod, his face stoic, "I understand, my lord."

"Good, very good. We will announce the engagement tomorrow, Cersei will talk with the Stark girl privately, of course, before it is announced." Tywin looked to his daughter, continuing only when she confirmed what he said with a nod, "Congratulations on your engagement, may you have many healthy sons to carry your name on."

Petyr inclined his head in thanks of the blessing.

"With this issued settled, you may leave us until tomorrow. At first light I will expect you at court to solidify a few large expenses coming up and then, of course, for the announcement later that morning." Tywin nodded to the door and began to rummage through the papers scattered before him on the table.

Petyr stood and gave a slight bow of respect as the traditional formalities were exchanged before taking his leave. He began to fix his cuff once he was out in the hall, making sure the white of his tunic sleeve could be seen against the dark, rich green of his outer coat.

His thoughts turned as he walked back to his quarters, finally able to contemplate the large gift the Lannisters had bestowed upon him.

Strings or not, Sansa Stark would now be his. His lady wife and his bed mate till the end of days. Within a fortnight her body would be his completely and fully, and he could start on the long journey of winning her heart and soul. His desire overcame his lust for ambition in that moment as he snuck into his room, pretending as if he had never left in the first place.

As he ready for bed, he considered the lies he had told to keep the girl with him when he went to Eyrie.

Of course Petyr did not think the girl was gifted with the strength of her father, all of that had gone to the small Ayra, but he knew that if he sought to protect her from the Game that he would have to put her out, just as one would with their first pawn in a game, and do everything within his power to keep her safe after that move.

And, maybe, under his watchful eye and guiding hand she could become a piece to be reckoned with on her own. After all, once the small pawn had gone to the ends of the board it became a queen in its own right.

Petyr moved to the window and opened the wooden panel, letting the salty sea breeze fill the air around him. Closing his eyes, he pushed his face into it as his hands rested upon the cool, stone sill, "I will keep you safe, Little Pawn," He whispered to the night, "I swear by the gods and anything else there might be. I will keep you safe if nothing else."

XxX


	2. The Announcement
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A knock sounded on the large oak doors, requesting entrance, as the morning sun shone through the delicate glass window.

Sansa startled at the noise and hurried to tie her outer coat modestly around her. With a quick glance in the mirror to make sure her hair was acceptable, she bid, "Please, come in."

She stood when she saw the Queen Mother enter, adorned in her finest red dress and golden tresses, "Good morning, my lady." She hurried to bow her head in respect.

Cersei pursed her lips into a smile and gestured to the small drawing table, "To you as well. Please, sit and enjoy your morning, Sansa. There is no need for formality between such good friends." She moved to take a spare chair and Sansa followed her lead, keeping to her manners.

"Would you care for some tea, my lady?" Sansa offered, placing two cup before them and reaching for the teapot.

"Yes, I would love some." Cersei replied, watching as the girl moved with grace to set up the table before her. Catelyn Stark had taught her daughter well in the arts of the home; Sansa was the exemplar of a true hostess. In addition to these skills, her mother had also given her the best of her looks and elegance. The Stark girl was truly a beauty to behold. The Lannister Lioness could tell with ease why the Mockingbird was so taken with such a pup as her.

"What do I owe the pleasure of your visit this morning, my lady?" Sansa asked once she had poured the tea and taken her seat.

"I have some news I wish to share with you before it is announced in court today." Cersei opened, taking a careful sip of her tea and studying the girl closely for any sign of weakness. She wasn't disappointed.

Sansa's heart sped up, the fear coloring her previously soft features and cracking her innocence further.

Cersei waited another second before adding, "Good news, I assure you. There is no need to fret."

The girl visibly relaxed, her shoulders lowering as she accepted the false calm Cersei had offered her. Sansa sipped at her warm tea, waiting for her to continue.

"A…decision has been made for you by the Small Council. A match, as it were." Cersei continued, keeping her words light, "Quite a good one, actually, and they will announce it this morning before the typical business of the day is seen too."

Sansa looked up, her brow knitted as her thoughts turned, "A match for what?" Her small voice asked, trying to make sense of the vague words.

Cersei nodded slowly, dabbing at the corner of her red-lips and allowing the girl to stew in her uncertainty.

After a while, Cersei leaned forward and folded her hands atop the table, "The Council has decided that it is time for you to wed, my little dove."

As expected Sansa's eyes lit up at the suggestion, thinking Margaery had put her plan into action and she would finally marry Sir Loras, a very respectable and handsome knight.

"It might seem scary, but it is for the best." Cersei reassured, "The Council has the best of intentions for you at heart, of course." She continued to toy, enjoying what little time she had left to torment the red-headed Stark. The girl's eyes just brightened as she nodded like a dumb sheep, completely unaware of the slaughter that was to come, "A marriage will offer you a cloak of protection from those in court who might be tempted by your beauty. You have truly come into your woman's body and it is time that you take on the responsibilities of tending to your own home and securing your line, and your husband-to-be's, with heirs."

"Oh, I couldn't agree more, my lady!" Sansa cooed lightly, her thoughts reminiscing on the stories of her youth about knights and their beloveds before turning to thoughts on how pretty her babies would be.

"Yes, quite. Though I bid you to remember what we talked about the day of your flowering." Cersei continued, looking down to her drink and slowly circling her finger on the cup as Sansa nodded in reply, "Though, I am sure you will find an adequate companion in Lord Baelish." Her eyes fluttered up to the girl, who was still gazing out the window, lost in a daydream, "He is well off and can provide a stable life for you. You will be quite comfortable. He might be a bit older than you, but I am sure you can have a couple acceptable years before—"

"E-excuse me, my lady, did…did you say Lord B-Baelish?" Sansa stuttered, her eyes growing wide. Her chest constricted as the panic set in, adding more flame to the fire Cersei was trying to stir up. Sansa dropped her head and her eyes nervously began searching the table, hoping beyond hope that she had heard wrong.

"Yes, child, I did." Cersei reached out and tilted her chin up with two fingers, "Oh, I know it must be different from what you ever expected in a match, it might even disappointed you, but the Council has decided that this would be the best course of action. You will be part of a grand House that has made its own name instead of having it handed to them. That is an honorable accomplishment and you shouldn't be so downcast about it." Cersei pulled back, concealing her enjoyment at the torment with ease, "Besides, it is already finalized and will be announced later this morning. It does you no good to pout and ruin your pretty face."

Sansa's sea blue eyes were filling with waves of tears, though she was doing quite well at keeping them from falling.

"Oh, my dear little dove…." Cersei tsked, reaching up to wipe her eyes with one of the napkins, "I do apologize for having upset you. I just wanted to tell you so that you wouldn't be caught off guard later by the announcement." She took up the girl's hands into her own, cool ones, "I care for you, Sansa, just as I do my own daughter. I hate to see you like this, I only wished to spare you any further upset. You have already suffered so much for one as young as you." She doted, continuing to wipe the tears that had yet to fall, "Surely Lord Baelish is a better choice that my Joffrey, yes? He will be kind and look after you; he will make sure you have everything you could have ever wanted and more. What more could you ask for in a lord husband?"

Sansa slumped her shoulders forward, refusing to meet the once Queen's eye, "There is no one better for me than Joffrey, it broke my heart when he chose Margaery. All I have ever wanted was to be his wife."

Cersei reached up and motheringly tucking a stray auburn curl behind the girl's ear, a small smirk of intrigue touching her lips. The girl might be able to pull off a convincing lie after all. She had clearly learned quite a bit during her stay in King's Landing and Cersei was beginning to think Littlefinger had gotten one thing right; the girl was much more capable than they had originally believed her to be.

"Don't worry, my little dove, everything will be alright." Cersei promised, "You will remain safely here, in King's Landing, and I will help you maneuver the ways of wedlock by every method I know how."

"W-will you stand with me? At the announcement today, that is. I…I don't think I can do this on my own…" Sansa continued, still refusing to meet her eye as she remembered what Lord Baelish had told her about her inability to lie.

She winced at the memory, considering how Lord Baelish wasn't just her adviser any more but her betrothed. The man she would be tied to for the rest of her life. The tea she had drank twisted in her stomach, making her nauseous.

"Yes, little dove, I will." Cersei replied, her eyes gleeful, "Do you have any questions or would you prefer to be left alone to get ready for the day?"

"I think it would be best if I get ready, it is going to be a very important day." Sansa answered, a sign on her lips as she looked to the window. She wanted nothing more than to be left alone with her thoughts.

"Very well." Cersei stood to take her leave, "I will meet you outside the main doors before the first meeting. Also, I will advise you to keep this between us for the time being, I took a great chance in coming to you before the announcement."

"I will." Sansa promised with a nod of her head.

They exchanged pleasantries and the Queen Regent started towards the door, "Oh, and Sansa?"

The girl looked up, having composed herself and knowing she needed to continue the façade of reliance on the Queen Regent for the time being. For what reason, though, she wasn't quite sure, "Yes, my lady?" She replied.

Cersei smiled, resting a head against the doorframe, "I am sure you will make Lord Baelish very happy, congratulations on securing such a deserving match. I pray you have many healthy sons to carry on his House name."

"Thank you, my lady." Sansa replied with a bow. Her eyes wandered to her small hands, which were folded neatly in her lap, "I will do my best to be an honoring lady wife to Lord Baelish."

"I am sure you will." And with that the Lioness took her leave, leering wickedly as she went on her way.

Once the door was closed, Sansa moved to her bed and fell back on top of the covers. She knew it had been too good to be true, thinking she could secure a betrothal to Ser Loras Tyrell was nothing but a fairytale.

She would always be destined for tragedy; it was just how the gods wrote her story. But, Sansa was quickly learning the rules of the Game and how to survive the lot Fate had dealt her.

_Look at the silver lining, just as Father always taught you, what good can come out of this?_ She thought, closing her eyes tightly and willing her thoughts to move outside of her pity.

Foremost, all though Lord Baelish was quite a bit older than her, he was a seasoned Player of the Game. Not only would he most likely protect her from the Game of the Lannisters but she had known him and his character long enough and could guess at what he truly wanted. She knew if she gave him just a taste of what he desired, she might be able to secure what she needed most; namely, protection from those at court and a way home. In addition to what she sought, she might even be able to learn a few of his tricks if she could earn his trust.

Secondly, she had seen the way he looked at her when they crossed paths. It almost mirrored the longing gazes he cast after her mother – who Sansa took after. Surly that was something she could use to her advantage in the times to come.

Now Sansa wasn't conceited, but that didn't mean she was oblivious to the attention she drew at court from the different lords and sers. The lust that consumed the air around her grew more burdensome with each passing day as she reached her full potential as a Lady of House Stark; it was almost unbearable. Part of her was actually grateful that she was now spoken for, hoping that would lessen the pressure she felt when she was outside of her room and give her a cloak of protection against the vile pursuits of others.

More than just the looks of others, though, she knew from the stories and rumors she had come across about Petyr Baelish that she would be paired off with a man who could easily fall trap to the manipulations of those who carried Tully blood.

A small smile played across her face as she uncovered what leverage she had.

Lord Baelish was a man that wanted everything, something he himself had made quite clear in their interactions, which meant that he would seek to win not just her body but everything that made her who she was: her heart, her mind, and her soul. He would desire to own her completely. It would become a Game in itself, one that might consume him enough in a need to win that she might just get what she wanted.

Though she had come to see him as a companion, even an ally at certain points during their encounters, she knew better than to give herself fully to someone who thrived in the court of King's Landing. No, she would have to guard herself and not fall into his Game of Charm while she played him with her own Game.

She would make him work for everything he wanted; and the first thing she would request in return for her granting him access to her surface thoughts would be to move out to the country, somewhere away from courtly life and the Lannisters, somewhere North. But, to do that, she would have to continue learning the Game and become as skilled a player as the master so that he wouldn't know he was the one being played like the pawn.

"You're a Stark, House of the Unyielding Direwolf." She whispered to the room, resting her hands over her stomach as she gazed up at the ceiling, "You are not in Winterfell any longer, honor isn't understood in this Game. You must adapt to survive so that you can return home." She advised herself in a hush, closing her eyes and trying to remember what home even looked like.

Another knock sounded on the door and Sansa hurried to sit up, "Come in." She answered, trying to straight out the wrinkles in her skirt.

Shae came in with a soft smile, "My lady, you have barely touched your food. Are you feeling well?" She asked, coming over and placing her hand against the young girl's forehead.

Sansa smiled, putting a mask of her own in place, "Never better, I have just heard the most wonderful news." She cooed, suppressing the bile that threatened to rise in her throat.

"Oh, does it have to do with your Ser Loras?" Shae inquired, ushering the girl to move before the vanity so that she could set to work on her hair.

Sansa saw herself wince in the mirror but quickly recovered, thankful that Shae was too busy to take note, "I am not at liberty to say just yet, they will announce it in court this morning so I must look my best."

Shae looked up with her soft brown eyes, meeting the girl's reflection, "I promise you will never have looked more beautiful once I am finished."

XxX

Sansa stood with her head high, her shimmering, auburn hair cascading loosely around her head in a Northern style, as she waited on Cersei to make her appearance. Every once in a while she would shift from foot to foot, forcing the thick, black material she wore to shift and appear celestial as the blue and silver threads sewn throughout it were caught by the light. It was a dress she had completed just before they left Winterfell and one she had been saving for a special occasion; what better time to wear it than the announcement of her engagement to show just how unmoved she was by the Lannister's newest ploy? She was a Stark and refused to bow before any sort of cats.

"Sansa?" Came the sweet, inquiring voice of Margaery Tyrell.

The young Stark smiled softly when she saw her friend ascending the stairs to meet her. Margaery, who had already taken to dressing with the style of a Queen, reached out and took Sansa's hands in hers. Though the girl was a head shorter than her, Sansa still felt a comforting strength in her presence.

"Are you well, my dear friend?" Margaery asked, her face soft and her lush lips pursed in just a way to make them appear as a rose, "I have just heard the murmurs of what is to be announced. I am so sorry we couldn't act sooner." She reached up and brushed aside a stray curl, mirroring what Cersei had done earlier. But this time it was different. This was the comforting action of an ally instead of the manipulative move of a dethroned Queen.

Sansa bashfully looked away, her heart pounding and questioning if she could actually go through with such Games as these. Even Margaery, who she had come to see as a trusted friend, played the Game with such ruthless strategy. Sansa wasn't even certain if they were on the same side or not. Would she be force dto stand all on her own? A pawn against so many skilled pieces stood no chance at surviving.

"Good 'morrow Lady Sansa, Lady Margaery." Cersei greeted, her voice echoing off the tall stone walls as she walked toward the pair of beauties and breaking Sansa of her thoughts.

"Good 'morrow, Queen Regent." Margaery and Sansa replied with a short curtsy. The light brightened the blue colors the Lady of Tyrell wore and dimmed the deep reds that the once beautiful Queen wore. It was a sign of the struggle to come as the new Queen rose in power and the former unwillingly descended.

"Shall we join the court? It is never good to keep good news quiet for too long, that is how dishonest rumors breed." Cersei led the way, the two ladies following on either side.

Sansa's steps stuttered when she entered the grand room, there couldn't have been more than ten people in attendance. There was the Council and the main body of the court but there were no other onlookers; never had the room looked so empty before.

While the marriage contract between the Lady of a traitorous House and a Lord of lower standing would make great material for the gossips, Sansa could understand why they would keep the proceedings intimate. It was one embarrassment they chose to spare her and she was unnerved as to why, it meant something worse was to come.

The young Stark held her head high, remembering the grace and poise of her Lady and readied herself to keep up the spirit of a true direwolf as she moved through the thin crowd.

_They already know, they all already know, they are just playing with me by making me come before Joffrey to receive the news_, she thought, feeling every eye in the room on her as she made her way towards their place, _Don't give them any pleasure in this. Stand tall._

A flicker of silver caught her eye and she chanced a look to the stairs where a particular Lord stood with his familiar mockingbird brooch in place, dressed in his traditional mute colors. The light of the window filtered in, darkening the rich black of his hair and purifying the white on the sides. Oddly enough, this didn't age his face but somehow softened his features, bringing out the prime of his years. In that moment, he looked like a simple man with no agenda to be had.

The thing that most caught and kept the young girl's attention, however, were his eyes, which didn't watch her like all the others did but were instead lingering on the far wall, lost deep in thought.

Sansa slightly tilted her head, curious if this was another trick she should learn from or if she had actually caught him unguarded for a change.

His eyes narrowed slightly as he felt the presence of hers and, just as he turned to uncover who was studying him, Sansa dropped her head, trying to conceal the warmth growing on her face as they took their place opposite the Small Council.

"I call the court to session," Joffrey drawled, draped upon the throne that he never had to earn "for a very…special…announcement." His lustful eyes wandered to Sansa, who swallowed her nerves and did her best to settle her butterflies in preparation for what was about to be said.

Tywin stepped forward, his hands folded together behind his back, "Thank you, my grace." He bowed to his grandson before turning to those gathered, "It has been decided by the Small Council, with the blessing of the King, that the Lady Sansa Stark of House Stark will be wed to Lord Petyr Baelish of the House Baelish within this moon's cycle."

Sansa's eyes grew before she could stop them. There were only a couple weeks left in the cycle; never had she considered such a short betrothal would be planned when the news was just being shared this morning.

Margaery snuck her hand out and clasped Sansa's, giving it a squeeze, "Breath, and fix your expression. Don't give yourself away." She whispered hurriedly in her ear before returning to her own Game.

"Because of the delicate nature of this situation, concerning both a House which we are still at war with and a desire not to interfere with plans for the Royal Wedding, this will be a short engagement which will cumulate with an intimate elopement between the pair and the High Septon in the Godwoods next week." Tywin explained, much to the dismayed look upon Joffrey's face. It was clear the King had been waiting for such an event to heap even more shame upon the poor girl. This time, however, Tywin was keeping Joffrey on a shorter leash so he couldn't jeopardize any future plans they might need Sansa for.

"With this match, we hope it will begin to rebuild our bond with the loyalists of the North. Once an heir is produced, a bond will forever be struck between King's Landing and Winterfell. We hope that this will also play to our advantages when we seek negotiations for peace in the years to come." Tywin concluded with a callous smile.

The room started closing in on the young Sansa, the realization of what her betrothal meant was fully revealed in that moment and all the courage she had once felt in the privacy of her room abandoned her.

She was going to be the wife of Lord Baelish, Master of the Coin and Keeper of Brothels. She would be married to one of the best Players of Games, who knew how to charm any King from his throne, any woman into his bed, and transform into whatever the moment called for.

She would be his utterly and completely. A companion during the day and his bed warmer at night, every day for the rest of her life, and she would be the mother to his children.

The thought struck her and her breath caught, unable to go deeper because of her tightened corset. Her pulse weakened and sweat beaded at her wrist and temple, filled with terror at what her marriage bed might hold.

_No, keep your head as Margaery said_, she chided herself and fisting her hands beneath the fabric of her sleeves, _If anything, just don't pass out. Don't pass out._

So, there she stood, a pawn being played for the Games of Men with no countermove to make of her own. Sure, her naïve attempts at flirts could possibly get her another lemon cake or a locket, but how she could have ever thought she was capable to keep afloat in these type of Games was beyond her.

The men continued to solidify the agreement, but Sansa was too caught up in her own thoughts to listen. Her eyes stretched her vision, pushing it out of focus. She saw Lord Baelish step up and say something to the Hand of the King, possibly agreeing to the betrothal or such. She could make out some of their words, which alluded to a need for discretion concerning the arrangement, but not much else as she swayed to and fro.

She would never see Winterfell again, she would remain a prisoner of King's Landing forever.

"Very well, the date is set for eight days hence." The case was closed with that final line and the doors opened to allow the full court in for the day's proceedings.

Without further pause Sansa made her way towards the entrance, her feet moving quicker the closer she got to the door. Those who called after her weren't heard in her haste, the only sound in her ears was her deafening pulse.

She burst through the front doors into the morning sun, looking around like a lost child, and took off without another thought as to where she might go.

Her will gave out once she reached a corner of the gardens. Collapsing onto the cool ground in the shade of one of the grand trees, and surrounded by her remarkable skirt, she created the picture of beautiful agony. Her small hands dug into the rich earth as her chest rose and fell rapidly, searching for a deeper breath.

"Sansa?" She could hear Margaery call off in the distance, "Sansa?" Another called out her name from the opposite end, and even another followed upon that one.

Not wanting to be found, she forced herself back onto her unsteady feet, her eyes sketched with tears, and started making her way towards the Godwoods, knowing no one would bother her there.

XxX

Petyr, like everyone else in the room, had been mesmerized by her beauty when she first appeared in the sunlit room, her dark dress, like a clear night, outshining both the Queen Regent and the Queen-to-be with ease. No other could wear such a dark color and still carry such a light of beauty; it was truly the Tully blood coming out in her. Petyr actually had to turn his gaze so as not to give the Lannisters any more knowledge of his deep seated longing for the girl.

Throughout the announcement he had kept a subtle, unobtrusive eye on the girl, waiting for the gravity of the news to fully consume her. He was ready to act at a moment notice if she succumbed to a faint.

He wouldn't put it past Cersei to have forgotten to speak with her, hoping maybe to add insult to injury by letting the girl be caught off guard, but, then again, he couldn't see Cersei missing an opportunity to deliver bad news. Either way, he stood poised, ready to act if need be.

So, when they had made it through all of the cordial speeches and clarifications, he was quite surprised to see her still standing with her head high. The only thing to give her away was her eyes, which were the dullest he had ever seen them. She was a lamb who had just recognized her fate before the lions.

_She's going to run_, he knew right then and planned accordingly so that when the case was closed and the doors open to the public he had already snuck towards one of the far doors and out the back. He had just time enough to catch the dark humor mirrored on the Lannisters faces at the girl's pain and his heart, if there was anything left of it, ached for her.

XxX

Just as Sansa took the corner, her sanctuary within sight, a figure stepped out from the bushes and collided with her. A pair of strong hands gripped her shoulder, keeping her up right.

Closing her eyes, she tried to will herself to stop shaking but couldn't. She almost prayed that the person who had found her was actually an assassin and would put her out of her misery right then and there.

Her hands rested against the chest of her captor, feeling the rough embroidery of their outer vest. A familiar smell of freshly written parchment and the musk of books drifted before her nose from the coat, bringing her an odd sense of peace.

"Thought I might find you here." Came an even more familiar drawl.

Her shaking grew worse, "L-Lord B…Baelish." She managed, her eyes still tightly shut and her fisted hands still resting against his chest.

"Please, call me Petyr." He replied like he always did at his title with her. His hands still rested on her tense shoulders as he spoke, "Breath, little one, there is no need to worry yourself into such a state." He advised, brushing back her ruffled hair.

Tears of anger and resent began to stream from her eyes; anger at herself for how she acted, and how she couldn't seem to control her emotions, and resentment for her lot in life.

"Would you care to walk for a bit together? The fresh air would do you some good but I am not sure you will be able to stand on your own." Petyr offered, attempting to look at her blotchy face, "Aye?" He continued, keeping a loose hand on her arm as he stepped back, making room for her to walk.

Obediently she nodded slowly and started shuffling her feet forward, unaware of his guiding arm on her elbow. They walked on in silence; Sansa staring at the ground and Petyr gazing out at the trees.

"I'm not sure I have ever visited this Godswood before. I've only ever been to the one outside of Winterfell." Petyr said after a while, testing the waters.

Sansa nodded, "Yes, they don't have any weirwood here like they do back home."

"I thought you said King's Landing was your home." Petyr jested, a playful twinkle in his eye.

The nervous girl froze, having forgotten her mask when she ran for her sanctuary, "I—I didn't mean to…"

"Oh, please do not apologize for telling the truth." Petyr turned to her, taking her hand in his and gingerly patting it. He leaned forward so his lips just touched her ear, "You are safe here, among friends even. There is no need to hide your true self."

Sansa pulled back, uneasy by their proximity, and nodded before taking back her hand and continuing on.

Petyr quietly sighed, looking after her, "If it helps, I did try and bid you more time in hopes that I might help warm you to the idea of our impending marriage and to give you time to mourn your lost family." He called after her, causing her to stop once more, "You have gone through a lot this year and I did not wish to add more to that. Everything was just out of my control. But I want you to know that I did try to push the wedding off."

Her back remained turned to him and he could see her muscles flexing beneath the dark fabric, questioning whether she should trust him or not.

A small grin played at his lips, hoping he might be on his way to winning her over, as he started towards her with a new thought, "If you do not mind my inquiry, my lady, are you against the match because of my age or my standing?" He knew his harsh question would assure him a response.

Sansa turned around sharply as if she had been slapped, her eyes slits, "My Father taught me better than that. You judge a man by his action, not his title. I'm insulted you would think of me with such avarice."

"So, tis my age then?" Petyr quipped lightly, looking up at her through his brow as he fixed his cuff.

"If you remember correctly, it wasn't _I _but the _Council _that decided to keep the match quiet for the time being even though they pushed for a quick elopement. I haven't said a word concerning my feelings on the matter. You all were the ones doing the talking, not I." She said, finding her earlier anger and taking offense at his intrusive questions when the wound was still so fresh.

Petyr rose a brow, impressed with how much she had heard, he had though she would just tune it all out once she heard who her match was with and the date they had set for it.

"There are plans in motion that cannot be affected by the news. You will understand how such things work when you are older." Petyr tried to explain gently, his eyes wandering across the peaceful wood. He caught sight of a large oak with a face cut into the bark and he quickly looked away, unnerved by the Heart Tree and the looming presence of the old gods. His eyes grew anxious as they wandered over the rest of the thick forest. Petyr had never been a superstitious man but there was something about this place that set him on edge.

"How can I trust someone as a husband when he earns his money by means of secrets and…brothels." She said, breaking his thoughts. The last word was said which such clear distain, her nose wrinkling as if it were a sin just to say it.

He studied her, wondering if she required an answer to her question or not. Sansa tightened her arms around her stomach and moved to sit on one of the nature ledges. The toe of her boot dug into the rich ground, creating a small hole as she sat quietly. A bird's song filled the silence, casting a magic spell on the pair and cutting them off from the rest of the court. For that moment, there was no one else in the world but the two of them.

"I am nothing more than a disposable pawn in your Game. And I am just tired of it. All of it." She whispered, her voice almost lost in the wind. But Petyr heard her clear enough and made his way to stand by her, dropping to his knees so that he could be eyelevel with her.

Sansa winced, not at his action but at the fact that she was giving so much of herself away. Today had been an absolute failure; she would have to start anew tomorrow and she swore she would do better than today's disasters. There was nowhere left to go but up anyway.

Attentively Petyr reached out and took her hands into his and, ever so carefully, brought them up to receive a chaste kiss from his lips.

"Ahh, my sweet little one." He placed her hands back in her lap, covering them with his, "Yes, Sansa, you may be a pawn, but you are far from disposable."

She looked up, the confusion etched in her face and locked deep within her eyes. Never had she expected him to admit to the Game.

He smiled gently, letting his eyes linger on their entwined hands, "I understand how you feel better than you could possibly know. You are powerless and can do nothing but be shuffled around by the power plays of others. I too was once there, surely you have heard the stories." Petyr chanced a look at her and she turned away, confirming she had, "Oh, dear little Sansa, you are capable of achieving so much more. So much more. But, you have to trust me to teach you what you need to know. You have to let me help you and play for you in the Games you cannot."

Her eyes wandered back to his face, trying to decide what to make of his words. She had already been hurt by so many powerful men in her life and, if she was being honest with herself, she was scared of what Petyr Baelish might be capable of.

"One of the better parts about our match is that I can now protect you completely and absolutely. No harm will ever come to you now; I might even be able to take you away from this place." He brought his hand up to caress her soft cheek and took comfort in the fact that she didn't pull away from his touch but instead brightened at his words.

Sansa's moment of peace, however, was short lived when she realized she was just trading one captor for another, "I will still be a pawn, just in your Game instead of theirs." Her eyes moved to the tall castle, which was just visible above the tree cover, questioning whether she would ever be her own person again.

Petyr nodded, not denying the strategies he played, "A pawn you may be, but you will be my most beloved and treasured piece. One I will cherish with each day and protect fiercely from the others in the Game. There is no way of escaping the Games, Sansa. You have to trust my skill and that I will look out for you by any means necessary, you are invaluable to me and always will be." He whispered, his nerves growing at the sheer truth behind his words that he hadn't meant to reveal aloud. His eyes darted around, concerned that he might have been overheard. He was taking his earlier words of comfort to the scared girl too seriously; he needed to be careful with what he said because no place was truly safe in King's Landing.

Sansa's eyes wandered to his face, searching for any sign of a lie and finding none.

"Because of the hush concerning our betrothal," Petyr pressed on, trying to conceal what he had uneasily revealed to her, "we will elope before the Godwoods and the Heart Tree. So, see, you will have no need to worry about putting on a show for others. You won't have to worry about any Games on your wedding day and can act however you wish before the High Septon and me." He said, trying to bring her any measure of comfort.

"Yes," Sansa sighed, remembering the torment she had suffered by the Lannisters hands and knowing something else had to be in the works if they were giving her so much concerning her engagement. She had already fallen trap to Cersei's games, she wouldn't make the same mistake twice, "but surely Joffrey—"

"Joffrey will be caught up in the business of the kingdom, Tywin has assured me, and won't even know at what time we wed. It will just be the two of us, the High Septon, and the gods before who we will swear. No one else." Petyr answered with his relaxed demeanor, "There is no need to worry." He repeated, creating a mantra out of it.

Sansa flinched as if struck, knowing something must be brooding just under the seemingly calm surface. Her eyes wandered out over the small valley while the wind stirred, catching her hair up in a dance, "Can I keep my name or do I have to take yours?"

Petyr pulled back, caught off guard by her change in topic, "You mean your title?" He clarified, trying to figure out her thought process. Sansa Stark was a Game within herself and he smiled at the challenge, his wit would never be bored with her as a lady wife.

Sansa looked up to him through her lashes and, biting her lower lip, nodded.

"I do not believe that it would be wise to keep Stark as your name." Petyr cautioned, his voice soft as he broke the news, "It will make you appear as a loyalist to your family, who are condemned as traitors, and keep you constantly in harm's way. The Lannister would not take the decision lightly and could possibly retaliate."

He saw her face fall, her teeth continuing to worry her lip raw as the tears slowly began to trace down her cheek.

"But, if that is what you want and what will make you happy, you may keep it. They are asking too much of you with everything that has happened already." He tenderly began to draw circles on the back of her hand, appreciating how long she had allowed him to touch her and wanting to see how far her resolve went, "I would never require you to give up the last ties you have to your Father's House. Yours is surely a greater House than mine and you are marrying far below what was expected, my House will be forever grateful to be tied to one such as Stark." Petyr added, a twinge of guilt sparking in his thoughts as he remembered what part he had played in House Stark's downfall.

Of course no one could have foreseen what Joffrey had planned to do, but, nonetheless, he had played a significant part in her Father's defeat, something he never would have done had he seen any hint at the underlying plots. It was one of the few things he sincerely regretted, especially now that the Lannisters had reconsidered his offer to marry the girl before him.

Sansa gave a small, forced smile through her tears, "Thank you, Lord Baelish."

"Petyr." He corrected with his infamous crooked grin.

"Thank you, Petyr, for everything." Sansa said, her face warming at the informality of the name while his eyes brightened at how it sounded on her lips.

Closing his eyes, Petyr captured the moment in remembrance, taking comfort in the reclusive sanctuary and the allowance she gave him to hold her hands and even gift them a kiss, before allowing reality to set in.

Petyr stood and brushed off the dust from his knees before offering her his hand, knowing that their time of peace must come to an end for now, "Are you ready to return for the mid-day meal, my lady, and to your chaperones? The castle will surely have enough to chatter about once the rumor of our announcement has finished its circuit, we do not need to add to them by being found off on our own, my little pawn."

Sansa instantly colored at the new pet name, but nodded and took his hand extended hand. He rested her small hand on the crook of his arm and the pair started back in an amicable silence.

Every once in a while the young Stark would chance a glance at her companion, trying to determine if she could trust his silvery words or not. She was old enough to know that truly honorable men did not exist, but young enough to enjoy the sweet, honey like words he had whispered to her deep in the safety of the woods. The only question that remained was whether they had been sincere or just another move in his Game.

Petyr felt her eyes on him each time but kept to himself, pretending as if he was none the wiser as he basked inwardly at her attention.

The instant they stepped back onto the open grounds of the castle they were called away by their respected parties, bidding a quick goodbye to one another before parting.

"You have to tell me everything." Margaery cooed in her ear, taking her arm as they made their way to their private lunch.

Sansa cast a look over her shoulder and saw Petyr, who she didn't know had just stolen a last glace at her, walking away with the other men to finish a few loose ends before breaking for their meal. The look did not go unnoticed by the skilled Tyrell and her eyes grew content, knowing the match couldn't be too bad if she was already looking after him and that a pair such as Lady Stark and Lord Baelish would truly be a great card to have in her hand.

"There is nothing to tell." Sansa replied, turning back to her friend with a scarlet face. She knew then that, even if she didn't fully understand how the Game worked, at least, while they were hidden safely beneath the cover of the Godswood, Petyr had been honest with her. And that caused a genuine smile to slip across her lips, "Nothing at all."

XxX


	3. A Pair of Mockingbirds

XxX

Petyr Baelish spent the next week occupied with the spending plans for the Royal Wedding, barely having time to even bid a formal good morning or evening to Sansa when they passed in the halls or at meals, which he typically took alone in his room as he finalized budgets.

One thing he had time to take note of in their hurried interludes was that she had begun to wear her hair in the Northern style once again. No longer was she a mimicker of the ladies of King's Landing or the women of House Tyrell, she was a Stark and she was going to parade her banner in any small, unnoticeable way she could. He would always smirk, enjoying her little, harmless jabs at the crown; it showed just how much of her spirits was still left and he liked to believe it had been influenced by his words of laud.

Along with the pleasure he would feel each time their paths crossed, Petyr would also inwardly cringe when he recalled how much he had revealed that morning in the Godswood; it had definitely not been part of his plan to divulge his fondness for her, but there was something about that woods which stripped him of his lies and left him as clear as glass.

But where he had found his weakness, she had uncovered her strength and was unafraid of finding ways to wield it now. And for that he would forever give thankful to the mysteries trees.

"You are learning to play the Game well, little one." He whispered to the morning as he saw her starting down the path to the gardens. Petyr gave a low chuckle before he finished his drink.

_Keep your enemies confused and your allies guessing, you are learning to play quite well indeed_, he thought, raising his goblet slightly in toast to her.

The girl had undoubtedly redeemed herself since the announcement, keeping her thoughts secret and her tongue dripping with honey. She had an answer for everything and the Lannisters were beyond fraught considering the change of events; never had they expected her to be so accepting of her match or concealing herself so well. Nor had Petyr, for that matter, though he guessed she was only being cordial about the arrangement because she would finally be out of the direct line of fire. As his wife there was less chance of her being Joffrey's kept woman and she would be assured a protection under the cloak of House Baelish, a promise he was determined to see through completely.

"Lord Baelish?" One of his aids at court bid, wishing the lord to finish their business at hand, "We need your signature on this matter before we can move forward with plans."

Petyr turned back around and hastily signed his name above the intended line, "I believe that is all for today gentlemen," He set the quill to the side and dusted off his hands, "I have a pressing matter that needs tending to, if you will excuse me." With a respectful incline of his head, he took his leave and started down the steps two at a time. The warm sun met him and he stopped to regain his composure before turning towards the castle gardens.

He went on for a ways with his hands behind his back, amazed by how peaceful the bright day could appear when he knew how many plots were being schemed in the shadows.

After a while of walking around, he stopped and took in his surroundings. He was sure he saw the girl come to the gardens; it was, after all, part of her daily routine to take a morning stroll throughout the maze each day.

_She probably went to the Godswood_, he thought with disdain. Part of him began to consider what his original intent had been in seeking her company as he walked on. He hadn't felt a draw to all week, what changed now?

_Because tomorrow you will become her lord husband before the Heart Tree and you haven't said more than three words to her since that morning. You can't charm a girl with three words said at random_, his thoughts answered, causing his stomach to turn at the idea of having to go back into the accursed trees to find her. Was he really willing to chance going back into the sacred woods just to see her? Surly whatever, if anything, he had to say to her could wait until tomorrow.

Petyr was sure that there was an enchantment cast over the forest and that only the truth was permitted beneath its protected canopy of leaves. Needless to say, the goings of his heart had never been a comfortable topic for the heir of House Baelish, especially not after his humiliating defeat at the hands of Brandon Stark, and he wasn't willing to expose himself to such rawness yet again. With that settled, he took an alternative path and started back towards the castle.

Thought Sansa Stark had been something he longed to have since he first beheld her at the tournament, he couldn't afford to let her distract him from the Game at hand. He foolishly hadn't calculated all of the risks in finally having her as a lady wife. He, of any man, should have seen the potential risk in his offer; he after all earned his living off the secrets that beds gave up.

He had always considered her a naïve pawn, one that could easily be manipulated by the ways of men, but what if he was the one actually being played? She had put on a winning performance this last week, could she possibly be the master of her own motives and just buying her time? If that were the case, he would have to watch himself closely whenever he took his little wife to bed, for the times after lovemaking were surely the most dangerous for players that had much on the line.

His footsteps halted when he caught sight of a familiar silhouette kneeling within the knobby and twisted roots of a tree just off the path. Petyr moved back to keep in the shadows, his intrigued eyes watching what she was doing. At first he thought she might be praying, but on closer examination he saw her carefully cradling something in her hands.

"It's alright." Sansa cooed to the little creature, her small thumb lovingly stroking the blaze of a rabbit kit, "You are going to be alright." She lulled to it.

Petyr found himself caught up in how kind and loving her demeanor was; it was as if there were no worries upon her shoulders in that moment. He longed to find peace such as hers and, in that moment, he couldn't comprehend sweet, young Sansa ever having an agenda of her own besides getting home.

"I see that your leg is broke, that must be why your mother abandoned you." She sighed, filled with pity for the small, helpless creature, "I'm not exactly sure what it feels like to be abandoned, but I know what it is like to be orphaned and left alone in the world."

Caught up in her soft nature, Petyr unknowingly stepped forward and crushed a dried twig beneath his boot. The girl instantly startled, clutching the creature protectively to her breast.

Petyr was quick to collect himself with a charmed smile, "I am sorry, my lady, I did not mean to frighten you."

"It is alright, Lord Baelish." She replied, turning back to the little bunny, "I was just tending to this rejected kit."

"How can you tell he is rejected?" Petyr asked, his sincere curiosity coming through as he chanced another step forward.

"I have come upon him the last two days of my walk and he has grown thinner with each one. I was hoping his mother would come back for him but he has no such luck." Sansa mused, her tone sad and downcast.

Petyr cut his eyes to her face, trying to understand her, "Will you keep it?"

"I'm not sure how I can." Sansa replied, a darkness overcoming her eyes, "Joffrey will surly find a way to harm it. Nothing good ever survives here long."

He replied with a nod, understanding more than she knew as to what Joffrey was capable of.

Something stirred within his long walled off heart and he nervously looked to the ominous Godswoods, which could just be seen off in the distance. He felt his longing for her overshadowing his wit and he tried his best to push it away.

"Maybe you should put it out of its misery, then." He advised as gently as he was able.

She looked up sharply, her eyes alit with ire, "Why is it innocence must always be sacrificed? Why should he have to pay for something which was probably brought about by a man's misstep or an unleashed dog? Where is the justice in that?"

Petyr was sure that what she said went beyond the rabbit kit, but he knew it was not the time to discuss such matters and simply shrugged, "There is none." He answered honestly.

Abruptly Sansa stood, tenderly cupping her hand over the kit and starting down the opposing way, "Exactly."

Petyr rushed after her, forgetting his Game for a time, "I did not mean to upset you, my lady."

"No, no one ever does." She turned on him with narrow eyes, drawing him to a sharp stop. With her façade broken for the time being, she was left defenseless among the trees as her anger took hold, "For once I wish someone would truthfully admit to hurting me for the sheer purpose of gaining ground in their Game, at least then I would know that they mean what they say at other times as well."

Petyr held his hands up, attempting to calm her, "Easy, child, there is no need to disturb the little one in your hands." He nodded towards her gloved hand which concealed the kit.

Sansa hurried to open her hand and check on the creature before looking back up to Petyr, her eyes more docile.

"If you remember correctly, I was—" Petyr swallowed the growing lump in his throat, remembering his failure the previous week, "I was quite honest with you the morning of the announcement. I did not hide the Game from you." He met her eyes openly, "But I cannot admit to hurting you for the purpose of ambition, because that has never been my intent in my interactions with you. I have always sought to protect you from the power plays and strategies of others, not use you as one of them."

Sansa gave a dark chortle, rejecting his attempts at charm, "Protect me? You think of nothing but yourself and your Games. I have heard the stories, the rumors of what you have done. Go back to your games and secrets, Lord Baelish. You are no better than _them_; the only difference is that your lies are more finely crafted than theirs. I am finished with your deceptions and the demeaning way within which you make me false promises." She spat, the hate building in her eyes as her chest heaved, "I just want you to know that I now know your Game and will have none of it. I will be your lady wife by law and do all that is required of me as such, but if you think I could _ever_ love one such as you, with your standing earned by dirty tricks and even lower morals, then you are truly insane. You can have my body but I will never give my heart to a Lannister's whore like you." The disgust was thick in her voice as she twisted the dagger of words further within his chest.

Her time spent apart from Petyr had caused her to cast a dark light over their interaction in the Godswood and had twisted it to where it was nothing more than another play in the Game, another ruse. And, of course, Shae and others of House Tyrell had had a hand in turning her thoughts against him.

Sansa tossed her head back and clasped her hand carefully over the kit before turning to leave again, having had enough of men for a lifetime.

Petyr's harsh grip on her shoulder stopped her in her tracks and spun her around to face him. He took a hold of her shoulders, trapping her between his arms and forcing her to look at him. Terror seized her face when he refused to release her and only drew closer.

"I am _nothing_ like the Lannisters and have _never_ treated you as they have." He hissed through gritted teeth, "I have never once left you unguarded in King's Landing, never _once_, since your Father's head was placed on that spike." Ire scratched into his marble eye as her harsh words suffocated his heart. It was the first time he had ever allowed such words to strike at him and reach their mark, "Whenever I was forced to leave for business, I paid a hefty amount to the only man I could trust to look out for you. But after we discovered his desertion when the dust had settled after the Battle of the Blackwater, I never once left you alone here, little one. Never. No, I have been looking out for you since the first day you set foot in the Red Keep, going so far as to put my head on the block thousands of times just to figure out what the Lannisters' play was and to direct their attention away from you. Do you have any idea of what I have been through to keep you safe? No, of course you don't, little pawn. Nor had I ever intended to reveal it to you and...I—" The idea that simple, biting words from young Sansa could shatter his defense with such ease startled the seasoned player from his anger and he drew back into himself, instantly releasing the girl, who was visibly shaken by his sudden outburst. Her head was still turned away when he freed her, her face contorted into a tight grimace.

"Yes," Petyr sighed, knowing he had upset the girl beyond easy repair, "I earn my money and title by secrets and games, but never once have I used you as leverage. With smoke and mirrors I have used your name but nothing has ever come of it – of that I have made sure." He stepped back, trying to give her space to steady herself, "Of course I used tricks, as everyone else in court has but...well, little one, do you recall what I told you after they ended your betrothal to Joffrey in favor of Margaery?"

Nervously Sansa nodded, not sure what to expect from the quick change of masks, as she continued to stare at him with wide, fearful eyes.

"Everyone in court is a liar, and I have told my fair share as well." Petyr admitted, guilt calming his demeanor further when he saw just how terrified she was of him, "But never once have I lied to you. This I will swear on any god you wish me too, any crown or any name. I never wish to hurt you or even to use you for the Game; I mean only to protect you. And, after tomorrow, I can fully."

"But, you will still play the Game." Sansa said, her voice stronger than she appeared.

Petyr gave a slow nod, "Aye, that is true. The only way to earn your freedom is by playing the Game and winning. But, as I swore to you beneath the Godswood, I will protect you by any means necessary. Of that you can be certain."

Cautiously he took a step forward and slowly reached for her free hand. His eyes watched her like he would a wounded fawn and silently asked her permission to proceed, which she granted him, still too intimidated to object. His slightly larger hand engulfed hers and he held it caringly between his. The sincerity that etched into his face, the sheer apology written upon it, as he gazed at her hand settled her heart and she recovered herself from her fright.

"I know I have to earn your trust, and my actions this morning have not done anything to help my case, but I promise I will keep trying to show you that I deserve your credence until my dying breath." He gazed at her hand as he spoke, but snuck a glance at her once he had finished, "I am sorry, Sansa. Truly." She did nothing but nod that she heard his words.

With a sigh on his lips, his eyes wandered to the hand which held fast to the injured kit. He knew instantly that he would regret what he was about to say but he knew he had to try and gain back some of her trust, however little what he had to say might give him, "If you want, you may keep the kit hidden in my study. No one ever feels a need to search my quarters as they do yours and he will be safe."

Again, she nodded. He released her hand, wishing her to say something, anything.

"I would apologize for the distress I caused you, but I know you wouldn't find comfort in the hollow words which no action has supported thus far. So, instead, I will ask if I might join you for the rest of your walk? You can say no if you like and I will let you be." He explained, his voice quiet and without manipulation. His bright eyes looked at her, wanting her to understand his sincerity, "But I would like to walk with you and spend some time getting to know the woman who will be my lady wife tomorrow."

She narrowed her eyes as she inspected his face, finding nothing but genuineness in his words. Sansa knew if she said no he would leave and if she said yes he would stay and that relieved her of the last anguish she still held onto.

"You may join me." Sansa offered him her free hand in a truce, knowing she could either accept her fate and work with the inevitable hand she was dealt or continue to run and be forced into the Games later without any hopes of an alliance.

Grateful for her move, Petyr took her hand and placed it in the crook of his arm. They strolled for a while in uneasy silence, the beauty of the morning having been desolated by their standoff.

"What will you name it?" Petyr asked after a while, unable to handle the tension any longer.

Sansa opened up her hand to steal a look at the babe, "I'm not sure. What do you think?" She returned, showing she was willing to try.

"Rabbit?" He offered and was rewarded with a small grin on her delicate lips.

"That is too obvious." She chided lightly, looking down at the small ball of grey fluff. Her teeth worried her lower lip as she thought, "Well, he is just as small and meaningless as myself, but I have already been bestowed the title of little pawn. Maybe he should be called Rook, it will be a title for luck so that he might do better than I."

Petyr grinned and gave an affirming nod, "Rook it is." His eyes wandered out over the forest as they continued on, appreciating that they had found something to bond over.

"I feel as if I have not seen you all week, my lord." Sansa commented as they walked, thinking back of the previous days.

Petyr turned slightly to her, his slanted grin painted across the far corner of his mouth, "You have been looking for me, my lady? I do apologize, if I had known you had been I would have made myself more readily available for you."

She brushed a deep scarlet but, before she could explain her question, Petyr answered, "I have been finishing business surrounding the Royal Wedding. Tyrion might have taken up the title Master of the Coin but he is essentially useless when it comes to budgets; I am still needed for the time being. This last week I have wanted to get more of the time consuming plans out of the way so that we could enjoy time getting to know each other without work hanging over my head." His eyes remained on her, wondering what she was thinking, as she considered his words.

The sun peered through the trees, lighting up their path and warming their small sanctuary as they continued on in a more comfortable silence. Sansa closed her eyes and inhaled the sweet smell of the day, remembering their last conversation and the affirming words he had said today, however harsh they may have been. How easily she had discarded the trust she had felt in his words that morning in the Godswood because of others secondhand interpretations. Petyr had never been anything but kind to her, had even tried to take her home, how could she have allowed others to turn her against him?

A small, genuine smile brushed her lips and she felt a daring spirit stir within her as she decided then and there not to allow those around her sway her ever again. From now on, she had the final say on what she believed of others.

And she had decided that she could trust Petyr Baelish, who had been nothing but honest about the Game and his part in it, as an ally. He still had secrets to be uncovered, but she could wait until the time was right to inquire after them.

To celebrate her new found freedom, she would venture forth with the smaller questions she had been stewing over for the last week. The list grew in her head, circling her thoughts as she tried to pick one to ask first.

"Did you mean what you said?" She asked off the cuff, having completed the thought in her head but not aloud.

Petyr turned to her, his brow raised, "To which are you referencing, my lady?"

"When you said you would take me away from here last week, was that the truth?" She asked, her nerves growing as she turned to him; she was so scared that it had been something he said just to calm her at the time and that her rejected of his first proposal to sneak her away had ruined any second chances.

"Yes, I meant what I said." He answered, a testing look to his eyes. Sansa stared back at him, refusing to back down this time, and he nodded, knowing that if he wanted her to trust him that he would have to give her his trust first, "There are already plans in the making which will take me to the Eyrie on a hush assignment for the Crown. I have already secured your place on the journey." He revealed in a whisper to her ear, his eyes darting to her eyes to see if she understood the gravity of his words, "This is something that must be kept strictly between the two of us, understood? If even a hint of it is spoken apart from this conversation, it will jeopardize any chance you might have had at leaving King's Landing."

"I understand." She nodded. Her nose began to wrinkle as her thoughts turned, "Eyrie…I have an Aunt that lives there." Sansa recalled.

Petyr inclined his head, suppressing a roll of his eyes, "Yes, your Aunt Lysa Arryn."

"I'm assuming it is to secure her support for the Crown? She has remained neutral thus far; at least, that is what the reports in court have said." Sansa deduced, looking to Petyr for confirmation, which he gave with a curt nod, "Aren't you worried that I will ruin your chances at securing her bid? I might convince her to side with the North."

"Ahh, but you are a bright little pawn." Petyr charmed with a quick wink, "You know the Lannister's bag of tricks, you know not of the Bolton's. I believe you will come to the conclusion that the devil you know is safer than the one you don't. Especially considering the one you don't know holds the blood of your mother and brother on his hands."

"They both hold Stark blood on their hands, just as they are both still devils." Sansa clarified, her interest at learning his strategy coming through, "How can you join their side knowing that?"

"There is no good and evil, little one, there is only grey. All of us have good and evil locked inside of us, and each comes out at different times depending on the situation we face. What matters," Petyr turned to his young disciple, enjoying the admiration held in her eyes as she waited on his answer, "is staying alive. Your aim in life can be anything – money, power, or what have you – but you must stay alive long enough to obtain it. Such is the case with you and your freedom; you will have to do evil to accomplish what it is you want. You should know that by now, Sansa."

She nodded absentmindedly, her thoughts turning, "What is it you want?" She asked before she could stop herself.

Petyr's smile pulled at the corner of his mouth, "Everything."

"Money, titles, land, good graces with the King's Hand and a wife of a well-known House who can be held up as a show of your status. What more is there?" The girl mused, trying desperately to understand what else there was to have.

_Peace_, Petyr thought, keeping his face void of any give away, _Love given which is then returned_.

"So much more, little pawn." He patted her hand, which rested on his arm, "So much more." Petyr looked down to her other one, which held the injured rabbit, "Should we get the little kit back and some milk in his belly? If he has been this long without nourishment, as you said, he will surly appreciate a meal. We should also look at securing his twisted leg so he might have some chance of it working in the future."

Sansa nodded again, cupping the small one to her heart as they continued up the path to the castle.

"I have one last question, Lord Baelish." She said, coming to a stop as the castle came into sight. She knew once they were back in court that Petyr's mask would return, as hers would too. This was the last time she would be able to get a straight answer from him for a while, if he was willing to answer her question that is.

"Only one?" He jested.

She held her head, not giving into the flirt, "What is your greatest fear?"

The uneasiness that came over his face struck a nerve within the Stark and she instantly regretted asking her question, knowing she had crossed some unspoken boundary.

"Pardon, my lord, I did not mean to overstep." She turned away, her face flush, "I just know that once we are back—"

"There is no need to apologize, I told you that you were safe among the trees and I meant what I said then too." Petyr cleared his throat, taking his hand back and fixing his cuff nervously. Sansa grew disheartened as he pulled back, feeling as if she might have lost her only opportunity at securing his alliance.

Petyr chanced a look at her face, looking for any maliciousness. When he found none, he steadied himself and chose his words cautiously, "I fear…I fear that which is said in private might be revealed in public and result in my downfall. I have seen it happen to enough men, even played a part in those Games, and I do not wish to be the receiver of such treatment. Ever." He answered, knowing there was no harm in saying such; it was a trick everyone knew already.

Sansa nodded, accepting his answer and working through its meaning.

Petyr started to continue up the path, but was stopped by her quiet voice which cooed, "If it is of any comfort, P-Petyr," She stuttered to get out, "my mother taught me that the marriage bed is sacred and not to be influenced by those outside of it. Her and my father seemed to have a happy enough marriage and I respect and take her advice to heart. I will never betray you there, that is what I promise to you."

He could feel her eyes on his back, the sincerity of her words closing the distance between them. Slowly, he turned around to see her looking away with a red face.

A small, sincere smile touched his lips and he offered her his hand, "Come, little pawn, let us go feed your kit and tend to the rest of today's responsibilities."

She accepted his offer and the two continued on, having begun the crafting of their own sanctuary apart from the Godswood trees. It was like a seed planted before the winter, one which would lay dormant, steadily growing stronger, before bursting forth into an unyielding oak which none would be able to cut down.

XxX

The morning light streamed in through the wooden crafted blinds, casting patterns of all shapes on the small study. Stars of dust danced in the sunlight, highlighting the age of the books which lined the walls.

Petyr sat at his desk, a quill in hand suspended above a document and dripping flecks of ink onto it. Though he should have been concerned with the business at hand, his eyes lingered on the young girl who sat lovingly by the small wooden box where the kit now lived. It was the one thing she had found that she could love and which would love her selflessly back. Her eyes motheringly looked down as she stroked the small head of the rabbit, cooing sweet nothings at it.

_She will be a great mother_, Petyr marveled, a sweetness touching his lips. She had spent the better part of yesterday afternoon in the study, and then come back after dinner and stayed well after the midnight hour, to tend to the little one. He was amazed by how many hours she could spend just sitting there, chattering with the babe.

She had been at his door by 7 o'clock that morning, concern etched on her face as to how the kit had slept and a bowl of milk in hand, and hadn't left her post since.

A knock sounded on the door, startling them both from their thoughts. Petyr hurried to look like he had been busy reading when Sansa looked up.

"Come in." He bid, scratching something on the paper and not bothering to look up.

"A message from the High Septon." The courier beckoned as he entered, his eyes growing when he caught sight of the young Stark kneeling in the corner of the room, blushing from ear to ear, without a chaperon in sight.

"Very well, let's have it here." Petyr drawled, holding out his hand to receive the note. He looked up from under his brow when the messenger delayed after handing it off, "Is there something else?"

"I have one for the Lady Sansa, as well." He replied, trying not to bring light to the impropriety of the situation. It was one thing to see each other the day of their wedding; it was another completely to spend so many hours alone in one another's company.

"There she is, studying as any good lady would. Feel free to give her your message and be on your way." Petyr ordered, unrolling the small scroll. The courier did as he was bid and left, closing the door behind him with a resounding thud.

"It seems," Petyr said, finishing the note and setting it aside on his desk as Sansa hurried to finish hers, "that the High Septon has set a time for our vows. Funny, I always thought an elopement meant those eloping got to choose the date and time."

"Not when there are other schemes afoot." Sansa remarked, tossing the now crumpled note aside and dripping a few more drops of diluted milk into the kit's mouth, "If anything you can trust a Lannister in it is getting their plans taken care of swiftly and timely. You shouldn't have assumed that anything would be in your control; it is all just an allusion where they are concerned."

Petyr leaned back in his chair, a playful glint to his eyes when she looked up. The girl had completely changed since their walk yesterday and had been chatting her thought aloud more often. She was either playing him quite well or she had decided to trust him as an ally for the time being, considering her eyes gave away every lie she tried to tell he assumed it was the latter.

"Indeed." One of his long fingers tapped his thin lips, watching the doting girl as she turned back to her pet, "I believe it is my turn to ask a question, my lady."

Sansa looked up with ease, having found comfort in his quiet demeanor over the last day. Petyr Baelish wasn't one that needed to chatter constantly and it was almost a relief to be around him after months around the wearisome gossips at court. She had stayed with him most of the previous day to look after the kit, not trusting a man to properly tend to the babe's needs, and found herself settling into a comfortable routine that she could easily see becoming permanent.

He would sit at his desk, working, while she kept herself busy, every once in a while she would ask a question she wasn't worried about someone over hearing and he would dutifully answer before returning to his papers. Petyr was perfectly alright with her curious nature as she explored the study, picking up a book or trinket every once in a while, and never chastised her for opening something she shouldn't have. It was as if he had no secrets to hide and wanted her to know it; that in itself made her suspicious and considering that he might have another place where he kept his deepest secrets.

"Yes?" She replied, curious what he had to say.

"If you had your choice, how long would you have waited to say our vows?" Petyr asked, his inquisitiveness showing on his face.

Sansa leaned back on her propped arms, thoughtfully considering the question, "Since you are the only one willing to teach me the rules of the Game and are willing to truly cloak me in your protection, I would have chosen a date sooner rather than later."

Petyr tilted his head, surprised by her answer, "Why?"

"Because you are a man of the Game, and you need to get a taste of what you want to continue including me in your strategy." She acknowledged cunningly, looking to him through her lashes.

"I already told you, I am not like them." He returned a bit sharper, matching her wit with a warning note to his voice.

Sansa rubbed the little kit's ear, enjoying the purring sound it made, "I never said you were. I said that you are a man that has wants. I too have wants you see." She continued, bringing her knees up and protectively wrapping her arms around, "I haven't even been playing as long as you have yet I feel the sheer desperation to achieve my ends already, I can only imagine the longing you have to cross something of that everything list you keep." Sansa shrugged, deciding on her next words, "I figure if we find a way to work together, each giving a bit here or there, instead of playing against one another, we will both get what we want sooner rather than later. We don't have to trust each other fully to build an alliance to take down a shared enemy. Thus, I call a truce."

Petyr inclined his head, silently gifting her the win.

"So we are to meet at the seventh hour beneath the Heart Tree tonight?" Sansa changed the topic with skill, keeping her tone easy and unreadable. Inside her heart, however, her pulse raced at thought of her maidenhood coming to an end that night by the hands of the man sitting across from her. Her face erupted and she couldn't meet his eye.

"That is what the Septon has stated." Petyr replied, turning back to his work with a bemused grin, having a good guess at what she was contemplating.

"What do you think they want in return for giving us a private ceremony where no one can jeer and mock us? Their generosity is never free." Sansa inquired, keeping up the pretense of their game as she referred to the Lannisters by the coded "they".

With a sigh, Petyr shook his head, his brow knitting with frustration, "I have yet to figure that out. They have been keeping me at arm's length since they told me about their change of heart."

"Change of heart?" She asked, a disbelieving brow raised.

"Since they told me that they had reconsidered my offer to marry you." He looked up briefly before continuing his work.

Sansa turned her head, letting her hair veil her face as she colored further, "Was that your alternative plan after I asked you to hold off on the first one?" She questioned, nervously sneaking a glance.

"No, it was actually an unplanned response to their plan to marry you off to Tyrion Lannister a couple months ago." He stated, not bothering with a look up. Petyr knew what she looked like when she was horrified, he didn't need to see her to know how she appeared now. The gasp was enough of a giveaway for him.

"It could have been worse; they could have married you off to Tywin." He continued, scratching off something and writing a note in the margins, "I'm starting to not look like the worst option, aren't I?" He looked up with a mischievous grin and she reddened further.

"Why—why did you offer then? Couldn't you have just snuck me off on your boat before the wedding?" She pressed, finding her Stark courage and meeting his eye.

His hand froze, the ink dribbling from his quill onto the paper, and he let his gaze linger on the door.

Sansa had gotten used to him doing this when she asked a thought provoking question and didn't take it personal now, knowing that she had struck a nerve involuntarily and that he would recover once he had time to think out the best response.

"It's not that simple." He finally stated, setting his quill aside and giving his attention fully to her, "The only other moves I could think of for you involved giving you to another player for the time being, by marrying you to another heir, and I wasn't willing to chance putting you into another abusive situation and removing you from my protection permanently."

Sansa's eyes narrowed in study, "There is something more."

Petyr had begun to pick up his quill but dropped it back in the dish, knowing she wouldn't let the topic rest, "Surly you have come to understand how I feel about you by now, yes? After all I have done and am willing to do for you?" He stated, wanting to be done with the topic and knowing it didn't hurt to confide the truth in her if they were truly coming to an understanding. Besides, she still needed him as a teacher and protector. Their mutual dependence upon one another wouldn't hurt to be spoken allowed as long as it stayed between them, something he was sure Sansa would do for fear of losing her chance of leaving the Red Keep.

Satisfied with her findings, Sansa nodded and turned back to the kit.

"You could have just married me _after_ you snuck me away from this terrible place." She mumbled to herself, her voice carrying across the open room and just catching the edge of his hearing.

He smirked as he continued to work, enjoying the challenge Sansa Stark was all on her own. His offer to marry her might have been unplanned, but never had he had such a spontaneous move playout so well before.

"Do you suppose they will try and play it off like we eloped on our own accord and will hold the threat of annulment by the King over us if we do not play to their advantage?" Sansa mused after a while.

Petyr's hand stuttered on what he was writing and he chanced a look up to meet her inquiring eyes, his own opening with realization of the brilliant play. He gave a small, satisfied smile at what she had uncovered and he had not, "And that is how you play the Game, my little pawn."

Sansa beamed at the praise and returned to her work, knowing she might have found her usefulness after all.

Leaning back in his chair, Petyr began to plan out countermoves, "That is how you play indeed."

XxX

The afternoon passed rather quickly and they parted when the mid-day hour came to share meals with their respected parties; Sansa with the Tyrells and Petyr with his books.

"I promise the little one will be well tended to, he is past the age of hourly need and will be fine on his own. You may have your handmaiden come and collect him if you wish." Petyr promised as he walked her to the door, his hand lightly on her back.

Sansa nodded her head and stopped just outside the door, "I trust you to watch after him."

The line caught Petyr off guard and he pulled back at the weight the words held. Their meaning went far beyond the surface.

"Very well, my lady. I will not let you down." He inclined his head, knowing how much it must have taken for her to say that.

"I will send Shae to fetch him before dinner so we need not worry about him being on his own during our…" Her maiden face flushed, unable to complete the thought.

"I will make sure he is ready to spend the night with her. He will have his box and blanket as well as a bottle of milk and a spoon to feed him with; I will even send him with one of my favorite pillows if that will make you feel better." Petyr replied with a grin, not wishing her further distress on this day and knowing he needed to go above and beyond for her.

Sansa listed through her thoughts, trying to determine if she forgot anything and, when she had figured she hadn't, gave a respectful curtsy, "Good noon, Lord Baelish."

"Good noon, Lady Sansa." He bowed at the waist, falling back into their formality.

Tucking her hands into her sleeves, she started down the corridor. Her steps faltered and she turned back around one last time. Petyr's brow perked, curious what else she had to say.

"Make sure you bring everything you are with you to the Heart Tree tonight; I expect to be given all you have to offer when we exchange our vows. I will be your lady wife, after all, and will accept nothing less in exchange for what I will be giving you." She said with a decided nod of her head, trying to sound as much a player of the Game as he.

Petyr gave another deep bow, rejoicing in her words, "I will come well prepared, as you requested, my lady. You have my word."

With another nod, Sansa took her leave and left the lord to his thoughts. Petyr returned to the study and found himself sitting on the divan, lost in his memories of the last week. At one point he even picked up the little kit, resting it protectively in the crook of his arm and caringly began to stroke it as Sansa had done.

He had already ordered his personal room clean and freshened for the arrival of his young bride and he had just completed the last budgets for the Royal Wedding. There was nothing left to do now but sit and enjoy the afternoon.

His thoughts tried turning to the Lannisters and their inevitable motives, but he couldn't focus on them at the moment. He leaned his head back and closed his eyes, allowing himself to escape for a while.

The only thing he could think about was the fact that Sansa would be his lady wife before the sunset that day and would warm his bed once the stars had come out. His body ached, longing to know what it felt like to hold her and bestow a kiss on her petal lips.

Of course he had been testing the waters for a while now, a kiss of her hand here and a wisp of a touch on her back there – seeing just how far her resolve went where he was concerned – but even she herself had alluded to the fact that he would soon be gifted the greatest treasure she had to offer. Tonight he could have, physically, everything he wanted. It was a gift he had never thought he would have and yet here was the day on which he would be granted his heart's desires.

Of course, he would have almost everything he could want. It was then that his thoughts were plagued by her honest words from yesterday.

_I will be your lady wife by law and do all that which is required of me as such, but if you think I could ever love one such as you, with your standing earned by dirty tricks and even lower morals, then you are truly insane_, she had venomous spat. The wounds burned just as fiercely as they had the day before and Petyr found himself wincing at the memory.

Just because she had taken up his offer to store the kit and called for a truce for the time being didn't mean she hadn't been honest with him among the trees.

He sighed, remembering his harsh response to her words. He would have to prepare himself in case she ever said such things again; he couldn't afford to have what little trust she had left of him degrade any further. She was already taken a large step in offering him a second chance to prove himself, he couldn't afford to waste it.

_Make sure you bring everything with you to the Heart Tree tonight_…

His foot shifted at the words, questioning whether that meant the revelations of his past and the secrets he kept surrounding the downfall of her House or just the plans he would make from this point on.

"Aye, little Rook, what do you think?" He asked, holding the little ball up and meeting its soft, innocent eyes, "Should I tell her or let the past remain where it is?"

The kit twitched its nose in response.

Petyr sighed and placed the rabbit back in the crook of his arm, "Yes, I haven't made my mind up either."

XxX

Sansa nervous sat at the mirror as Shae pulled back and twisted her hair in the traditional style of Northern weddings.

"Are you sure you don't want something more like that of the ladies in court? Lord Baelish will surly wish to have a wife of—"

"I think not." Sansa replied, studying her reflection, "He chose me for who I am and he will receive me for who I am; nothing more or less." She smiled triumphantly at what she found in the mirror, content with her inner strength.

Shae's face twitched like she wanted to disagree but she nodded and continued her work. After her hair was done, with small pearl tipped pins spread throughout, Sansa began to ready herself in the simple, emerald green shift she had chosen specifically for the occasion, having chosen it because it recalled the trees within which she had come to find so much peace. She gave herself a waist by cinching a finally craft silver belt, constructed of a trinity of silver metal strands twisted together, before hiding herself away in her black cloak and readying herself to leave.

"Will you need me to walk with you, my lady?" Shae asked.

"N-no, I...I should be alright. I know the path well." Sansa said, her voice giving her nerves away, "Just…look after Rook for me, please, while I am away. I do not want him to be on his own for the night and I do think Petyr will take kindly to my distraction…" She trailed off, her face matching her hair.

Shae gave a nod of her dark head, not wishing her mistress any more embarrassment, "I will stay by him all night, my lady, and I promise no harm will come to him." Without further comment, Shae took her leave, knowing Sansa would need a moment alone to compose herself before leaving.

Sansa cast a longing glance around her room, knowing she was closing the door on her childhood. Though it felt like that door had been shut a long time ago, tonight she wouldn't teeter between the title of girl and woman any longer; she would become a full-fledged matron. This young direwolf pup would spread her wings and join the mockingbird's Game side to continue the fight for her freedom.

With one last sorrowful look from the doorframe, she carefully reached for the handle and roughly pulled it closed behind her, refusing to look back, and walked forward, holding her head triumphantly when no tears came.

XxX

Petyr had waited patiently for the handmaiden to come and collect the little kit, fully dressed and waiting to take his leave. Part of him was reluctant to hand him over, not only because he had found company in the little Rook but because he knew Sansa wouldn't be able to sleep apart from him. Petyr had seen the rich, dark circles under her eyes this morning and had no doubt that the same event would be repeated tonight. So when Shae came to pick up the precious package, Petyr approached her with his request.

"Will you bring him back after dinner?"

Shae narrowed her eyes, scrutinizing him and trying to uncover his hidden motive, "Why?" She asked bluntly.

"Because Sansa will not appreciate being parted from him for so long." He offered in explanation, though he wasn't required to give her one.

A distrust lingering in her eyes, but she gave a curt nod and left without another word.

Petyr turned back to the small mirror hanging on his wall and straightened his collar, his hands unsteady as he did so.

"You have taken your share of maidenheads; there is no reason to feel so unnerved by another." He chastised his reflection, though he knew Sansa Stark was anything but another name to his list.

There was something about this girl that, like the forest, kept him spellbound. Just seeing how she had broken down the defenses he had spent years mastering yesterday would be enough for any many to question his decision in moving forward with the match.

But Petyr Baelish wasn't any man. Where other men cowered at a challenging wife, he relished in it, knowing what value having one would be.

Sansa had already proven that his time was well invested; her cleverness and understanding went well beyond anything he could ever have imagined in one so young.

_No, she is far more important than any others have ever been, will ever be_, he thought with an accepting light to his eye, _Not just because of the weight of her title or the beauty of her face but for the spirit of her heart and the strength of her will. She is truly a masterpiece to behold. What an amazing Queen she will be once she reaches the far side of the board._

Petyr moved away from the mirror and collected the cloak he would bestow upon his young bride before taking his leave of the small room, knowing that when he returned he would be a lord husband with his lady wife by his side.

XxX

Petyr was first to arrive to the Heart Tree where the High Septon, who greeted the groom with a nod, was waiting.

The sound of soft footsteps against the crisp grass caused them to both look up, basking in the cloaked beauty who strolled through the dusk towards them. If he believed in nymphs and their magic, he would have thought she were the High Queen of the Godswoods who had him trapped under her spell. Never had he seen her so radiant.

Petyr offered her his hand, to lead her before the grand tree, and she tentatively took it.

"Do you both come here willingly and without force?" The High Septon asked when they had taken their places, "This is sacred ground and only vows of pure heart can be made upon it."

Petyr looked to his bride from the corner of his eyes, "I do." He said and meant.

Sansa swallowed slowly and nodded her head, "I do."

"Very well. You may now cloak the bride and bring her under your protection." The High Septon continued, stepping off to the side so that they stood alone before the Heart Tree.

Petyr removed the cloak and opened it with a flourish, letting the green and silver sown sigil of the mockingbird catch the light and grow even more embellished against the rich, chocolate and charcoal panels of the cloak.

Sansa lowered her hood and unclasped the buckle of the one she wore, letting it drift from her shoulders and pool around her feet. Petyr stepped forward, carefully placing it across her shoulders and making sure it was secure before he retook his place.

Sansa felt her nerves growing and, boldly, she reached out and took his hand, needing an ally. Petyr startled at the contact and looked down to her small hand, which held fast to the side of his. Sansa blushed while he smiled softly, taking her hand into his and giving it a light squeeze, letting her know she wasn't alone.

"We stand here in the sight of the gods to witness the union of that man and woman. One flesh, one heart, one soul, now and forever." The High Septon continued in his routine, "If you will turn to one another and speak your vows…."

The pair turned to face one another and held their entwined hands up for the High Septon to wrap the ribbon around them, binding them together. Petyr's eyes lingered on her face while she kept hers lowered modestly, trying to remember the words she was to say.

"I am hers and she is mine…" Petyr began, trying to help her.

Sansa finally met his eye, trying to find comfort in his lead, "I am his and he is mine…"

"From this day forward, until the end of my days." He gave a gentle smile, encouraging her to finish.

Taking a steadying breath, Sansa went on, "From this day, until the end of my days."

"With this kiss," Petyr stepped forward and Sansa hesitatingly shifted her foot back, stopping herself before she could fully move away. Her gentle eyes looked up to his and Petyr knew then how much strength his little pawn had, how willing she was to do whatever it took to get home.

His hand tenderly reached up and caressed her face, trying to let her know he would never harm her.

She began to quiver, her lashes kissing her warmed cheeks as she closed her eyes. Sansa's heart rushed, knowing this would be the first time she had ever been kissed by Petyr Baelish.

"I pledge my love." Petyr smiled, peering down to her soft lips as he leaned in and chastely pressed his to hers.

Her innocent lips parted against his and remained so when he pulled back, his thumb gently brushing her jaw.

"Let it be known that Sansa Stark of House Stark and Petyr Baelish of House Baelish are now one heart and one soul, now and forever. What has been vowed before the gods, let no man ever separate." The High Septon concluded.

Sansa still stood with her eyes closed, her lips rosy from the kiss. Her ears expected to hear applause, like she had seen at other weddings, but there was none. There would be no feast, no bedding ceremony; the latter of which she was grateful.

It was then that she realized the Lannister's reasoning for keeping the wedding private; they wanted her to feel like nothing, and they had succeeded. She was of a traitorous House and dishonored among Westeros; undeserving of any kind respect or honor.

When she chanced opening her eyes, doing her best to withhold the tears, she saw the lightheartedness in Petyr's eyes and the joy that couldn't be hidden in his blissful smile.

_He doesn't care that there is no grandeur or pomp for our wedding; I am enough for him. He cares for me_, she thought, the revelation reflecting with surprise in her eyes,_ Not just as a playing piece or a token reward, he truly cares for me_. _I am not nothing to him. _

She knew that this hadn't been what she dreamed of a wedding or a match, but, for that one moment, she received what she had always wanted most; the gaze of someone who cared more for her than life itself.

The wedding wasn't grand and there would be no feast after but it was clear from that one look that he didn't need any of that for their marriage to be real. She was enough for him.

"May your marriage be blessed with many sons and may you be granted a plentiful of years together, may the gods always look upon you with favor and may you always find joy in your home." He spoke as he untied their hands, a meaningful smile on his lips.

The stillness of the night filled in around them, the erupting chatter of the forest creatures and the twinkling of the stars were the only acclamation they would receive of their pronouncement.

"Shall I escort you back to the castle, my lady wife?" Petyr asked, the title doting and sweet on his lips as he held fast to her hand which he had yet to let go of.

Sansa nodded timidly and retrieved the cloak she had brought with her, casting it over her shoulders to conceal the one she had received, before they began their trek back.

With skill Petyr snuck them back through the manor, somehow avoiding all of those in the busting castle, and stopped before the door of his room. He gingerly let go of her hand and opened the door, inviting her to go in first.

"S-Shae?" Sansa stuttered, seeing her handmaiden by Petyr's desk as she stepped into the room. She pulled off her cloaks and set them on the divan, letting her dress catch the light of the fire and erupt into a beautiful silhouette of forest shadows.

Shae looked to Petyr, her eyes narrowed, "He told me to bring your little kit back after dinner but I did not want to leave him until you returned."

"Rook?" Sansa's face brightened and she rushed forward, picking up the small pet in a hurry and cuddling him to her face. Her eyes wandered back to Petyr, who stood in his typical stance by the door, "Thank you."

He inclined his head in recognition.

Shae picked up her outer coat and started towards the door, "The Tyrell's wish to break their fast with you early tomorrow, I will come fetch you by first light."

"There will be no need for that." Petyr replied, catching her guard. He let a light smile touch his lips, reminding Shae she wasn't in a position to disagree with him, "It is unbefitting to expect a bride and her bridegroom to be awakened by such an hour the morn after their wedding. Perhaps the Tyrell's will settle for a late lunch instead, yes?"

Sansa looked away from Shae's sharp stare, choosing instead to coo at Rook as she faced the window.

_He is my lord husband, he has the final say on this matter_, she thought to herself, enjoying how Rook leaned into her touch.

"I will come later, then, to fetch her so that she can get ready for the day in her room." Shae countered, her voice taught.

"This is Lady Sansa's room now." Petyr reminded, his tone warning as he stepped forward, towering with ease over the woman, "We will send for you and have her things moved in first thing tomorrow once we have awakened on our own accord. For now, it has been quite a tiring day and I wish to be left alone to enjoy the evening with my lady wife." His eyes flitted to Sansa, whose blush grew, knowing his eyes were on her.

"Very well." Came Shae's clenched response. She cast a dark look at Petyr before she left, wishing she had been able to persuade Sansa to hate him as much as she did.

Sansa winced involuntarily when the door slammed, her eyes staying nervously on Rook, "I cannot tell you how much I appreciate you having him brought back tonight, my lord."

"Petyr." He replied, a playful tone to his correction as he moved across the room. Petyr was starting to wonder just how long it would take the young girl to get used to using his first name; surely he had given her enough permission to do so.

She turned back to him with a modest smile, "Thank you, Petyr." Her voice was more confident this time.

He reached out and scratched Rook's head with his finger before looking to the window and the large moon that shone over the tumultuous sea, "It looks like we might be in for a summer storm tonight."

"The rain will be nice for a chance." Sansa replied.

Petyr looked far out over the scene, watching as the last rays of the sun dissipated in favor of the stars, "Are you ready to settle in for the night?"

She looked up to him and nodded, worrying her lower lip when he didn't turn to her.

He caught the movement from the corner of his eye and returned the gesture, "Very well. The private quarters are just through the door, there. I have one last piece of business to tend too, I will join you as soon as I can." Petyr explained, moving to his desk and reluctantly picking up a new letter that hadn't been there when he left.

Again, Sansa nodded and picked up Rook's box before moving to her destination. Her stomach fluttered when she clasped the handle, knowing she hadn't dared to venture this far during their time that day or the one before. Nervously, she peered around the door and took in the cozy room. It was well tended and open; only a few pieces of furniture littered the room with a roaring fire to match the one in the study.

Her face flushed when she caught sight of the bed and she quickly turned away, her eyes stumbling upon a painting hanging above the mantel. She moved forward, setting Rook's box off to the side, and standing before the art piece.

The colors were simple, the strokes were precise and yet random at the same time. The scene was of a forest, but Sansa couldn't tell what time of day it was. Stars were scattered throughout the limbs but she could also see streaks of sunlight.

Petyr came into the room, his eyes still mulling over the note, "It seems—" He stopped when he saw her intently studying the piece, "Beautiful, isn't it?" He smiled, pulling the door quietly closed behind him.

Sansa looked around, having half expected him to appear, and nodded, "Very. What is it of?"

"Ahh, that is the allure of it. No one knows." He answered, coming to stand beside her with his hands tucked together behind his back.

Sansa continued to gaze at the stunning piece, "What was the letter for?" She asked, not bothering to turn to him.

Petyr smiled, having gotten used to the tone she used when she asked something she knew she probably shouldn't have and yet still expected an answer to. Sansa met his eye, which told him she wouldn't accept anything less than the truth.

"I was going to tell you when I walked in but you were…occupied." He defended lightly, trying to gain more of her trust, "It turns out that the Tyrell's will not be able to claim you for lunch tomorrow." He held up the letter for emphasis, the wax sigil of the lion catching the little light in the room, "The Queen Regent has already requested your presence during hers."

"They couldn't give me just one day of peace?" She bemoaned.

"I believe that is what you received today; tomorrow the Games will pick up right where they left off." Petyr replied, "That is just how they work, there is rarely rest for the wicked."

Sansa nodded, moving to rearrange Rook's box and put him to bed. Petyr watched her tenderness for a moment more before moving to his bedside table and beginning the routine of removing his signet ring and brooch before starting on the clasps of his outer vest.

Sansa looked up once she was done, her nerves stirring her pulse. She hesitated before making her way to stand beside him. Petyr stopped what he was doing and looked to her from the corner of her eye.

Embarrassment reddened her face, hoping she wouldn't have to ask what she was thinking. Her loose hair veiled her face like a traditional virgin bride.

Petyr turned around, his vest was opened enough to reveal his thin white tunic, which caused her flush to worsen. He gently cupped her face in his hands, "You are now a direwolf hidden among a flock of mockingbirds." He whispered, as if it were a secret just between the two of them, and pressed a kiss to her forehead.

Sansa's eyes fluttered closed, "I am your wife now, therefore a mockingbird myself." She stated, not appreciating the segregation she felt him crafting between their alliance, "I accepted your House cloak, I swore my vows of loyalty to you alone. Truly, I am now a mockingbird." She replied, the note of sadness unable to be disguised in her voice at the loss of her identity.

"You might be tied to the House Baelish line and my lady wife by law, but you and I both know you will always be first and foremost a Stark." He replied in a hush, moving forward and gifting her a second kiss. This kiss wasn't as innocent as the one beneath the trees; there was a spark of ravenous hunger that had been waiting centuries to be satisfied. Never had Sansa felt more desired than in that moment. She found herself leaning forward, her nervous hand coming to rest against his slender chest as she tried to kiss back.

And, just as soon as it had started, it stopped.

Petyr pulled back and forced himself back into his routine as the coolness of rejection shamed the young, naïve girl who stood awkwardly to the side.

"A-are you mad at me?" Sansa asked, worried now that he had her that he might not want her anymore.

A grin touched the corner of his mouth as he pulled off his vest and hung it up, "Nay, you did nothing wrong, little pawn."

"Then…then what's wrong?" She asked, following after him.

"Nothing, child. But this is one gift I can give you." He replied, turning next to his drawers.

She followed after him, hanging on his words, "What is that?"

He looked back to her, amused by her assault of questions, "You have had no say in anything surrounding the match – not who your husband would be or the date you would say your vows – but I can give you the power to decide when we consummate our marriage. I want you to come to me when you are ready, when you want it as much as I." He continued, pulling out a fresh tunic to change into, "Also, I promised that I would never hurt you. Forcing myself upon you this night would be hurting you and I refuse to give into my desires and ignore yours. I can wait." He replied, giving her a reassuring smile.

Sansa shifted from foot to foot, nervously pulling at her cuff, "Don't you want to produce an heir so that your line can be secured?"

"There is time enough for that." He explained, moving back to the bed, "Besides, it is much easier to look out for the safety of one instead of two in the court of King's Landing." He mused to the safety of their room. After a while of mulling through his thoughts, he slowly turned to her, "Do you wish to share a bed or would you prefer if I spent the night in my study?"

Finding her Stark courage, she stepped forward with her head high, "You have brought me to your room as your lady wife." She said, stronger than she felt when she thought of her mother's advice, "We swore our vows before the gods and are now bound together, never to be separated."

"That is very pretty speech, my lady, but the question only required a yes or no." He teased gently.

"It is our room." She continued despite her blush, finding comfort in his ability to wait, "We will both sleep here, in the same bed, from here on out. They have taken everything else away from me; I will not let them take away my value of being a dutiful and honoring wife as well."

Petyr looked at her with admiring eyes, his arms crossed over his chest in appreciation, "Very well." He nodded, watching as she moved to her side of the bed. Her nervous hands began untying her belt, having never done so in the presences of a man before, and removing the pins in her hair.

Wishing her to feel at ease, Petyr removed his day tunic to how her she wasn't the only one on display as he stood in just his trousers.

A small gasp escaped her eyes and he winced, having forgotten to warn her about the scar. Her eyes looked on with pity while her hands covered her mouth, embarrassed by her reaction and trying to conceal it.

"It is a permanent reminder I received from a long ago lesson." He explained before she could ask, "I learned that day that I would never be able to beat my enemies with physical strength, but I would be able to conquer them with my wit." Petyr finished, pulling on his loose-fitting nightshirt and shifting the furs on the bed.

He kept his eyes lowered as she removed her outer shift in favor of her loose under slip and climbed into her side. The cracking of the fire filled the air, the only sound of the night.

"Is that when you started cutting yourself off from those you love?" Sansa's voice was a wisp of wind against the pops of the fire.

Petyr smirked, arranging his half of the furs and letting his head fall to the side to look at her, "You are too discerning for your own good, little pawn. You must learn that some questions should be left in your thoughts and not spoken aloud."

"I would like an answer." Came her defiant reply.

He sighed, his fingers ruffling his short hair, "Yes. That day I learned how weak love made me and I was determined to never let such trivial things distract me from the Game at hand."

Sansa nodded to the dark, her eyes lingering on the ceiling and the shadows danced upon it.

"When did you start fearing being alone for the rest of your days?"

The question caused her brow to frown and she turned her head to him, "I am not sure what you—"

"Come now, why else would you agree to marry one such as me except that you were scared of losing me as an ally and of being left alone in King's Landing?" He pressed, his eyes continuing to watch her, "You could have kicked up much more of a fuss and insisted upon someone else. Someone younger and with a promising future." He thought of Ser Loras and knew that while Sansa wasn't his type he could have made her happy.

"There is a fault in your thinking." She chided, "Margaery is an ally of mine. I would still have her and her House if you abandoned me."

"Then why did you say yes to me if it was not for an alliance?" He asked again, his eyes never leaving her face.

Sansa narrowed hers in study, not sure what the point of his question was, "You are a friend from home and have more experience than I in how the Game are played. I've known you the longest and I guess I trust you more than I do anyone else. But it is not because I am worried about ending up alone." She said, meeting his eye and pulling off her first lie.

Petyr nodded and moved to his back, his arms creating a make-shift pillow behind his head.

Sansa found her second wind and propped herself up on her elbow to look at him, "I have a question."

Petyr chuckled, "If you keep this up, you will be limited to three a day."

Sansa wrinkled her nose in a face and stuck her tongue out before she could think better of it, "It's not like we have anything else to do."

"Sleep." Petyr offered, feeling the weariness of his years as his eyes fluttered closed.

"You already told Shae not to wake us early and I will have plenty of time to sleep before my mid-day meal tomorrow." She reminded him.

"Very well, speak your mind, woman." He said in a light voice.

Her nerves got the best of her and she started twisting the long fur of the pellet between her fingers. She appreciated not only how much of the North Petyr had brought with him to court but also the darkness that concealed her warm face.

"What will you…do…while you wait for me?" She finally managed.

Petyr couldn't help the laughter that filled his chest. Sansa scrunched her face again and, without thinking, picked up her pillow and wacked him across the face, "It is a serious question."

"I apologize, my lady." He replied through his chuckles, taking time to consider her question as he mused over her harmless temper.

Sansa grew impatient, "Will you visit your brothels for companionship?"

"No, I make it a point never to mix business with pleasure." He stated matter of face, "I know what sort of things slip out after lovemaking and do not like to partake in such things while in the city."

"Fine. Then will you partake in such activities at a brothel on our way to the Eyrie?" She pressed, the frustration cracking her voice.

Petyr sighed and sat up, wanting to see her face, "My vows tonight bind me to you as one heart and soul. The meaning behind these words is that I am yours – body, mind and spirit – and you are mine in the same way. I would not disgrace you by sharing myself with others and breaking my vows." He reached out and captured her hand, bringing them to his lips for a kiss, "The couple times I have…partaken in such activates have always been selective and planned out, I've never wish to father children I can never claim as true heirs." He offered, wanting her to know he withheld nothing from her this night as he met her eye, "From this day forward, I will share no one else's bed but yours and I will share everything I am with you along. That is what I swore to you tonight."

Sansa nodded, her wide eyes gazing at his face and finding nothing but his heart etched upon it. The clearness at which she saw him unnerved the player and he pulled back to his side with a clearing of his throat.

"Good night, little wife." He bid through the dark.

Sansa continued to watch his form as he turned away from her and settled in before she reluctantly followed suit, "Good night…" Her eyes lingered on the fire as she recalled his words, hoping beyond hope that he meant them, "Good night, Petyr."

Her worry that night would have been settled if she had only been allowed to witness the satisfied smile that painted across his lips before he drifted into the most peaceful sleep he had had, content with her by his side forevermore.

XxX

Petyr stirred as the first rays of light streamed into the room. The fire had gone out hours ago and the morning chill had set in.

A sweet smell filled his nose and he realized that there was a figure curled up into the crook of his arm in search of warmth. He smiled when he saw the tousled braid that fallen into her face and he gently reached out to brush it aside.

Closing his eyes and slowly wrapping his arms around her small form, he carefully rested his head against hers to fully capture her feel and scent and to take that moment to memory.

Though he had prepared himself to be on guard in their bed, he was quickly succumbing to her promised words of protection surrounding their marriage bed. Never had he been offered such pure sanctuary before and the temptation was too great for the master to withstand.

XxX
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The young newlywed stirred, the sun warming her eyes and bidding her to awaken. Sitting up, she stretched and let her eyes wander the unfamiliar room, wondering where she was.

Her heart jumped when she remembered and her body followed suit, looking to the other side of the bed, which was empty. She looked up, her nerves growing, "P-Petyr?" She called, her voice echoing around the stone room and returning to her.

Her hand pressed against her warm forehead, wondering if it had all been a dream. The cooing of Rook caught her attention, letting her know it wasn't a dream, and she moved to fetch him.

"How are you this morning, little one?" She greeted, reaching down and stroking his soft blaze. The kit leaned into her touch and she picked him up before returning to the bed.

The door creaked open, causing her to jump again and she hid the babe in her lap, under the blanket, in fear that it was a Lannister entering.

Her breathing eased when she saw it was Petyr and she pulled Rook back out, "I thought you were going to be one of _them_."

Petyr gave his charmed smile and inclined his head, "I am glad to relieve your worry, lady wife."

Sansa gave another wrinkle of her nose, "I think I prefer little pawn." She said, accidently speaking her thoughts allowed.

"Very well." Petyr replied, laying out the late breakfast he had brought in on the small table by the window. Sansa watched the movement of his slender shoulders through his faint tunic and saw the tension growing between the blades.

"I did not mean to offend, my lord, I just feel like my mother when I hear that title." The teenager replied, reaching for a robe that had been hung onto the post of her side and quickly concealing herself within it. She smiled, knowing Petyr had most likely laid it out for her.

He kept his back modestly turned to her until she was finished and had joined him at the table after returning Rook to his box and his own breakfast.

Gesturing for her to sit, he waited until she was comfortable to take his seat. Her eyes lit up at the manners he showed as a gentleman; no one would be able to tell that he was actually a ward who had earned his status instead of being born into it.

_Cersei was being mean when she said such, but she was right: there is something very honorable in earning ones way in life, even with tricks. Not only that, but he is allowing me to decide when we come together as husband and wife and has secured me a ticket out of King's Landing for the time being. How can I possibly not respect him for the care he shows me?_ Sansa thought as she took the tea he offered her and let her eyes linger on him over her cup.

Petyr could feel her attention but kept his movements fluid and easy, not wanting to give her away and make her feel even more timid around him.

After a while of eating in comfortable silence, Petyr turned his attention from the window to her, "I am amazed that you have made it this long without any questions."

Sansa lifted her chin, holding back the childish urge to stick her tongue out. Those actions were permitted in the safety of their bed at night, but the morning did not offer such freedoms.

"Fine." She said, always having more questions than she knew what to do with anyway, "Why do you think they reconsidered your offer?"

Petyr toasted her with his cup, "That is almost too simple, since they told me at the time. They wish to keep me on their side and they hoped to secure my support permanently by giving me something I wanted."

"I believe it is more than that." She disagreed as she reached for a biscuit. Petyr's lip turned up slightly, appreciative that she was a lady who was comfortable enough to eat real food in front of him.

"Why?" He inquired, continuing to study her.

She shrugged, "Just a feeling. I know that their moves aren't one toned; they always have multiple plans behind a single play." Biting into her breakfast, she wiped at her lip before continuing, "I've been trying to keep a façade of naivety whenever I interact with them, knowing that they might slip on something important if they think I won't be listening attentively."

"Do you have to try hard at that, acting naïve that is, little one?" Petyr asked, a touch of sarcasm on his words and a grin on his lips.

She narrowed her eyes, unamused.

"It is a good plan, if you are able to pull it off; Cersei has a way of uncovering such masks with ease, however. But, it is always good to keep your enemies guessing and off guard, it is the only way to make ground. You did that quite well this last week; they were in a right state of confusion with your quick acceptance of the match. If you can keep it up, it will pay off in the long run." He complimented, rubbing his side as the old wound began to act up like it always did in the morning.

Sansa's brow furrowed, "Is that caused from your scar?"

"Careful, you don't want to waste the last two questions you have for today." He jested, trying to play the pain off. The grimace that sprung across his face when he rotated his arm gave him away.

She tsked as she stood and moved to stand before him, her arms crossed. He looked up to her in a standoff.

"You can't play if you are in pain." She stated, securing her win, "Now, let me see. I know a few herbal compresses I can make to ease the pressure of the muscles around it but I need to know how deep it is and whether the opening is infected or not."

Petyr stood and loosened the tie of his tunic. Part of him was reluctant to reveal his weakness to her again and part of him was relieved to know she cared enough to tend to it, even if it was just to continue in the Game.

Sansa readied herself, holding back the gasp she knew was to come when he pulled off the soft material and revealed the long, angry red gash across his stark chest. His skin was like cracked alabaster around the mark, making it appear like the consequence of dark magic.

Petyr let his eyes close, not wishing to see her disgust at his disfigurement. He knew he could never compare to one such as Ser Loras Tyrell, but he didn't need to see her tallying up their difference and the disappointment that would result in her eyes once she had finished.

The lord, for once, was wrong in his assumption. In reality, Sansa was finding herself amazed by the fact that he had survived it in the first place, "How old is it?"

"I got it when I was about your age." He answered through clenched teeth, feeling the presence of her hand hovering above the rough tissue of the scar.

"It clearly wasn't well tended after you got it." Reaching forward, she pressed her warm hand against his chilled skin to test the tenderness of it, "I'm sorry." She replied when he winced, her soft eyes wandering up to meet his pain filled ones. Petyr nodded slowly, biting his inner cheek to not give his true agony away.

"I can make up a compress and put it on tonight, hopefully that will make tomorrow an easier day for you. I'm not sure what I can do for today; any relievers I can think of for you to take might make you drowsy and I am sure you have things you wish to do today." Sansa continued more so to herself. She was drawn to Petyr just as she had been to Rook; her heart had always gone out to the rejected of the world and, with the lesson he had alluded to the previous night still in mind, the lord was slowly beginning to win her compassion.

Petyr let a genuine smile touch his lips, reaching even to his eyes, "Thank you, Sansa."

Her face colored as she turned away, choosing to check on the kit instead of meet his eye, "Of course, we are in this together." She mumbled, sharing some of the greens on her plate with Rook.

"I must say," Petyr watch her mothering as he replaced his tunic, "I much prefer your hair in the Northern style; it suits you better than the traditional ones found in court and shows that you are becoming a woman in your own right instead of having to mimic those around you. You are becoming a true Stark, Sansa."

Her face reddened further, knowing she hadn't taken the time to freshen before joining him, "I believe it is my turn to say thank you, my lord."

"Petyr." Came his expected response.

Her loose hair veiled her face, the small braids which had been carefully pinned up last night tangled throughout it, and she stole a glance, "Thank you, Petyr."

His face was candid and trusting, something he never could have shared outside of their room.

"Oh," He said, a second thought coming to him, "I received word this morning that within a week's time we will be heading to the Eyrie. They have already started making arrangements and have sent a raven on ahead." Petyr finished as he began to clear the table.

"We'll miss the royal wedding?" Sansa questioned, turning to him with Rook curled in her arms.

Petyr smiled down at his work, a secret concealed within it, "Yes, but I believe that will be for the best. Do you really wish to attend the happy nuptials of your former betrothed?" He asked, his tone hinting at something hidden behind his words.

"No." Sansa replied, her thoughts remembering that she would never be granted a traditional wedding with all the trimmings and pomp as Margaery would be.

"It will be best if you aren't subjected to seeing such a grand festivity after our more homely vows, little pawn." Petyr quietly added, more to himself than her as he seemed to read her thoughts.

Sansa nodded, knowing it had not been meant for her ears, and cuddled the kit to her face, "Will I be able to take Rook?"

"I have already set someone to building him a proper cage." Petyr answered, turning to give the rabbit a loving pet, "He will be getting quite a bit bigger before he stops growing, if the ones I have seen around here are anything to judge by, and will be able to jump out of that box in another week."

Sansa nodded, relishing the warmth of her little friend before letting him return to his bed for a nap, "What do you wish to do this morning?"

"You have lunch with the Queen Regent." He recited, moving to the wardrobe to select his formal clothes for the day.

With a roll of her eyes, Sansa followed, "I asked what _you _want to do, not what my schedule is. Besides, mid-day is a ways off."

Petyr looked back with a smirk, "It is almost half past the tenth hour."

Instantly, her eyes were wide, "W-what?"

He nodded in confirmation of what he said.

Sansa drew her hands roughly back through her hair, panic setting in. She had just over an hour to ready herself for lunch with Cersei; she still had to wash and change and do something with her messy hair. There simply wasn't enough time!

"What do you think?" Petyr asked, turning to her and holding one of his vests up, knowing she could use the distraction.

Sansa turned her focus to his question, pushing aside the other worries for the moment, and stepped forward to pick up the mahogany sleeve of the vest. After a while, she shook her head and turned to the wardrobe, boldly beginning to search through the other options as Petyr watched in amusement.

Settling on a rich, dark blue one, she turned back and held it up to his chest with an approving nod, "This one."

"And, why this exact one? Do you despise red?" He teased, knowing his plan to distract her anxious thoughts had succeeded.

Sansa fetched his customary mockingbird brooch and held it up against the blue, giving another satisfied nod, "I have a dress similar in color and…"

Petyr's brow perked, waiting for her to explain her reasoning further.

"I have a silver necklace I might be able to wear too, to match your ring and pin." She continued, hinting at her grand plot, "Eventually, I will have to get a sigil of your House to wear."

"And, again, why is that?" He asked, unable to take the suspense.

"It shows that we are a united front," She said, brushing off a wrinkle from the shoulder of the vest, which obviously hadn't seen daylight in a while, "that we are playing together and can't be divided; our solid alliance will only serve to confuse them further."

"Or present more of a challenge." Petyr warned, showing the flaw in her thinking. Her wrinkled brow led him to elaborate, "If they think we have an understanding, it might serve to make them work harder at dividing and conquering. You and I pose quite a threat if we are working together in their mind; they are hoping that you will keep your distance from me instead of seek out a truce. They are probably hoping that you will serve as a distraction for me, as well, in hopes that I will be kept from gaining more ground in the Game." His pulse stirred, knowing the Lannister's had more than enough to turn Sansa against him in an instant if they so desired.

He sighed, remembering his one-sided conversation with Rook, and knew then that he would have to tell her the truth about his part in her father's death before they could.

"Even that we can use to our advantage." Sansa shrugged, finding no failing in her plans, "If they think they have succeeded in separating us, we can play two fronts without them knowing – you from your established position and I in mine – and trap them in the middle. They will be the caged birds in the end." She smiled triumphantly, a small part of her waiting to hear his praise.

His nerves kept him from giving her the approval she desired and he only nodded, knowing much was being risked by her attending a lunch with Cersei, alone. What if that was when the former Queen told her of his part in her father's death?

"I need to get ready. Once I leave for the lunch, I will have Shae begin packing my things and sending them to your…" Sansa blushed, recalling his words from the previous night and instinctively tightening her robe around her, "Our room, that is."

"Would you like me to walk with you?" Petyr offered, laying the vest out and retrieving the rest of what he would need for the day.

Sansa shook her head, hoping for some time to clear her head, "N-no, I should be fine." Her soft steps started towards the door and she paused, "Where…I mean, what should I do after lunch?"

"Anything you like." Petyr grinned, offering her a taste of freedom.

Worrying her lower lip, she nodded, "A-alright, I guess…I guess I will collect the things I need for the compress later tonight and will come back once I have everything to set my things up. Will…will you be here?" She asked, knowing her face matched her hair.

Petyr sighed, wanting to erase the abandonment in her eyes, "I will be here whenever you get back. Like I always have been, like I always will be, little pawn." He added, holding her eyes so she could see the truth in his words.

Sansa took a steady breath, "Alright then, I will see you this afternoon. Oh, and please do not have Shae put my things away; she doesn't like how I arrange things and prefers to do them her way and I can never find anything when she does." She said with a disdainful wrinkle of her nose.

"I will make sure she does as you wish." Petyr promised, hesitantly pulling his sleep shirt off and reaching for the fresh tunic. The cool wind from the window caused his muscles to constrict when it met with his bare skin.

Sansa started at him, wondering if the scar would ever become normal to her. A large part of her heart went out to him, as she had done when she saw Rook's foot, while the other questioned whether he would ever trust her enough to tell her the story behind his lesson, one she was sure had something to do with her mother.

Though she had nothing else to say she lingered, her youthful curiosity peaked knowing she had never seen a man without clothes on before.

"Is there anything else, Sansa?" Petyr asked with a knowing grin, waiting for her to leave so he could change without her prying eyes, "You never want to keep a former Queen waiting."

She blushed and scurried out with a quick shake of her head, knowing she needed to compose herself before she could even stand a chance at dodging Shae's intrusive questions.

XxX

An hour later Sansa was on her way to the gardens, her blue dress flowing behind her and the silver threats catching the light, making her appear ethereal. She smiled childishly as she looked down at her dress, her eyes catching the delicate silver necklace she wore and enjoying the feel of being an adult with a move of her own to make.

She slowed her steps and took time to collect herself before rounding the corner. It seemed as if the Lannisters wished to continue her lesson of unimportance because the only ones present in the small alcove were the Queen Regent and two of her handmaids.

"Good morrow, Lady Baelish. Or should I bid you good noon?" The words dripped off of Cersei's tongue like stinging venom.

Sansa kept her smile, finding herself comforted by her new title instead of ashamed as Cersei had hoped.

Along with the protection the new name brought, she was also finding reassurance that she wasn't alone any longer in this Game of theirs. Petyr had sworn to be her ally and partner for the rest of their days and, thus far, he had kept his end of the bargain. Even before their exchanged vows before the Heart Tree, he had been looking out for her and trying to get her home. How she could ever have doubted him was beyond her now.

"Good noon, my lady." Sansa replied in kind with a well-practiced curtsy, "I am very grateful for you invitation. I couldn't ask for a better way to spend my mid-day."

"Do, sit. Enjoy yourself. It is a lovely day." Cersei gestured to the empty place, which Sansa moved to take, "You must be tired, Lady Baelish." Her smile turned wicked as the maids rushed to ready their meal.

"Quite, my lady." Sansa lied with ease, needing no help in blushing. She sipped her tea, satisfied at how far she had come with her ability to lie. Her heart stuttered though, feeling guilty for her joy at the honorless skill – her father would have been ashamed of her sharpening ability to lie.

_You will have to do evil to accomplish what it is you want_, her thoughts recited Petyr's words and she took heed, fixing the cracks that had begun to appear in her carefully planned mask, _You aren't in Winterfell anymore_, she reminded herself.

"That is all. You may leave us." Cersei excused the maids with a wave of her hand.

"I am assuming that your husband shared with you his upcoming trip to the Eyrie?" Cersei replied, her sharp eyes never once leaving the girl's face, "And that you will get a chance to accompany him?" She continued only after Sansa hesitantly nodded, "Men always do have loose lips after they have taken a woman to bed. It is a weakness in their sex, one they have yet to fully master and probably never will."

"Not a weakness, my lady, but a deep sense of trust between a lover and his beloved." Sansa replied with a sweet smile, feeling a strong need to defender her companion, "What we might perceive as faults, the gods see as chances to bond and learn to love from. Their designs are always purposeful and without malice."

Cersei rose a dark brow, silently sizing her up and knowing there was more to Sansa Stark than met the eye, "Indeed…indeed."

The cat and mouse, or, more correctly, mockingbird, Game continued on. Inwardly Sansa beamed, knowing she had Cersei played. Whenever the woman would say something particular biting, Sansa would allow her the small win before following it up with a simple compliment on her lord husband's character and wit, which warmed her even further to Petyr Baelish and frustrated Cersei to no end.

Cersei would think she had the girl bullied into a corner only for her to come back with something bright to say with her soft, innocent eyes. Never had she seen the Queen Regent so vexed than when she excused herself to return to her courtly duties.

Sansa leaned back in her chair, smirking triumphantly to herself, as the former Queen disappeared around the bend of the shrubs.

"L-Lady Baelish?" A timid voice inquired.

Sansa was instantly at attention, straightening her posture and smoothing her skirt. She turned slowly to see a shy maid approaching her, clutching a small leather bag tightly in her hands.

"Is…is she gone?" The girl's voice tremored with fear as her eyes darted around, looking for Cersei.

Sansa nodded, curious why the girl was being so secretive, and beckoned her forward, "You are safe. Do you have a message for me?" She asked, hope filling her that it might be someone from home.

"I…I was sent…sent to f-find you by Lady Margaery." She stuttered, "They wanted me to give this to you when you were alone." The small girl thrusted her hand forward, "There—there is a note…"

Sansa smiled a thanks and accepted the gift, "If you could let them know that I received it, I would much appreciate it."

The handmaiden gave a nod and scurried off just as she had come. With a small smile and a shake of her head, Sansa unrolled the tiny scroll.

_Sansa, I apologize for not being there to give this to you in person; they are keeping me busy with wedding plans this week and I knew you couldn't ignore the Queen Regent's invitation for lunch. If I know you, though, you were strong and brave last night, nothing but a true Stark_, Sansa smiled as she read, taking comfort in her friend's words, _In the pouch is one of Gran's herbal remedies. The first couple times will hurt and this tea should help with the pain as well as help you to relax. Take a teaspoon of it in your tea before going to bed, it works wonders and should last you a good bit of time. Let me know if there is anything else I can do for you, MT._

Sansa wrapped the drawstring tightly around the pouch and hid it within her dress pocket. If Margaery had taken such great lengths to sneak her the tea it must be kept just between the two of them. It was a woman's secret and, instead of blushing, Sansa's smile brightened, finally feeling like she now had a secret, harmless though it may be, which she could keep all to herself, just as everyone else did. She was a true player now.

With her spirit lifted, Sansa took her leave to walk the gardens a while. The sun was lower as she made her way back to the castle and to her new room, having collected a few wild herbs from the Godswood to make her compress.

Tentatively she shut the door closed behind her, trying not to disturb Petyr, who was bent intensely over his work. She stopped by the small couch, her hand reaching out and touching the elaborate mockingbird sown into the cloak Petyr had given her.

"Sansa, how long have you been standing there?" Came Petyr's surprised question.

"Not long." She answered, her eyes still admiring the work, "This is gorgeous; I didn't get a chance to look at it closely yesterday. I'm not sure I have ever gotten a more beautiful gift." She mused, remembering the locket Joffrey had given her and determining to throw it into the first mud puddle she came across outside of King's Landing.

"Not as beautiful as the gift you bestowed upon me yesterday."

Sansa could hear the smile in his voice and blushed. Her fingers stopped tracing the work and turned to him, "How was Rook while I was gone?"

"Quite well. He seems to be getting along well with his splint." He answered, turning back to his work while she took a turn of the room. Sansa stopped before his desk, her eyes lingering on a small box on his desk.

"I don't remember seeing that before." She asked, wondering what could be hidden inside.

Petyr gave a half-look up before smiling back down at his paper, "Because it wasn't there when you left."

"What is it?" She blurted, her youthfulness coming through.

"You said you wanted something of my House to show our alliance. So…" Petyr leaned back, his quill still in hand and the sides of his palm stained with ink. His eyes lit up when he saw the awe etch across her face.

Sansa gently picked up the box and looked to Petyr, who nodded for her to continue.

"They first two are family heirlooms, the last one I had made as a wedding present for you this last week." Petyr explained as she pulled the blue ribbon, "I do hope you like them."

A small gasp escaped her lips as the light caught the vibrant silver of the small set. There was a silver mockingbird brooch, similar to the one Petyr wore but with added silver twists surrounding it to give it a more feminine touch, and a chained necklace with a pair of mockingbirds perched next to each other, ready to take on the rest of the world together. The last piece was a silver cuff with the mockingbird sigil etched onto the front.

The cuff was the first she took out and held up to fully catch the sun's glow, "Petyr…" She breathed, looking up as her eyes began to soften even further.

All the insignificance the Lannisters had heaped upon her the last week was snatched away as the magnitude of what she truly meant to Petyr filled her.

He nodded towards the bracelet, "Look on the inner part. That is the one I had made especially for you."

She turned it over and looked at the second, hidden sigil; her eyes released the tears that had begun to stir as she traced the outline of the direwolf.

"The direwolf hidden within the flock." Petyr inclined his head as she looked to him, "I want you to always remember your inner strength and the honorable line you come from as you play the Game. There are hard trials to come and you have to remember you who are so you can survive them."

"Petyr..." She tried again, words escaping her as her heart erupted with a thousand different emotions. Her fingers brushed over the other two pieces, unable to choose a favorite.

"May I?" He asked, gesturing to the necklace. Sansa could only nod and pull back her hair as he took the box from the.

With ease he removed the simple necklace she wore and replaced it with the new one. Sansa carefully touched the pair on the chain, truly feeling like his equal in that moment.

"There. We couldn't have you feeling abandoned by your ally, could we?" He whispered, recalling their talk of weakness the previous night and the worry of being left behind in her eyes that morning.

Sansa's fingers brushed the cuff, feeling the weight of his vows and the protection which covered her with these House pieces. Even though he was taking her under his wing, he had wanted to make sure she remembered that she still was and always would be Sansa Stark and that it wasn't something to be ashamed of.

The tears warmly traced her face at the thoughtfulness and sincerity of the gifts. Not only did he take her strategies seriously, but he was looking out for her heart and making sure she didn't have to sacrifice everything for the Game, something no one else in the Red Keep had ever done before.

"I don't know what to say." She whispered, turning to face him. His face was close to hers and she could feel the heat of his body against her side. Petyr's eyes flickered to her lips for a brief moment before meeting her eyes.

"I—I found the h-herbs for the compress." Sansa stuttered, her own eyes stealing a glance at his mouth. The kiss from the night before consumed her and her pulse raced, longing to feel wanted again.

Petyr pulled back with a softness to his face, "I look forward to receiving the trustworthy Northern medicine."

Her heart fell when he moved away and retook his place at the desk, her head turning quickly to follow him.

Her nose wrinkled, wondering if he was playing a small Game just between the two of them. If so, and with his promise to wait for her to be ready already said, it was her turn to make a move.

Pushing aside her uneasiness, Sansa fitted the cuff over her left wrist, "My mother always said that good husbands will greet their wives with a kiss in the morning and in the evening, and one after a long time apart. That is how you can tell they are fond of you instead of just using you for heirs and games."

Petyr rose a brow and looked up to her, curious where she was going and if she was just making it up as she went.

"You, Lord Baelish," She smirked despite herself, enjoying the playfulness of the moment as she picked up the brooch and held it tenderly in her hands, "do not know how to play the game of courtship well."

"I knew women liked sparkly trinkets, surly I gain ground for that, Lady Baelish?" He inquired, turning back to his work and keeping her guessing.

She smiled, already knowing his Game and enjoying the battle of wits, "Indeed, we do." Sansa gave a firm nod before turning towards the bedroom, leaving him without a proper reply, "I am going to begin readying my things. Any suggestions on what I should pack for the Eyrie and what I can leave here?"

"Pack as if you were going home, for it will surely be snowing when we arrive." Petyr shook his head, his face youthful and light.

Sansa nodded and opened the door to their room, her nerves tempered. Her trunks and boxes were stacked neatly in the corner and she set to work separating everything; the things she would take went into one of the now empty trunks and the things she would leave went onto the bed.

Just as she was finishing, Petyr's footsteps sounded on the creaking floorboards, "You are allowed to take up some of the drawers and wardrobe if you like, or do I need to get another of each to fit your needs?"

Sansa had just retrieved the tea from her pocket and hurried now to sneak it into a corner of her trunk, "Thank you, I was going through my things first to determine what I will take." She replied, setting her small jewelry box atop the pouch.

Petyr leaned against the frame, watching the grace of her movements. His smiled perked whenever he caught sight of her necklace or cuff, which claimed her as his.

Wishing to help, he moved to the wardrobe and began pulling out the empty hangers for her.

"There. Perfect." Her voice bounced around the room.

Petyr slowly turned around, wondering what she was talking about. Sansa stood before the mirror, having replaced the necklace with a shimmering gossamer scarf and pinning the small mockingbird brooch onto its center.

She turned back to him, seeking his approval.

"You are truly my better reflection." Petyr said, enjoying how much she was letting him in.

"Indeed." Sansa rose her head, a playful touch on her lips, and offered him her hand, "Come, stand beside me so we can see if we properly match."

Petyr did as he was ordered, standing slightly behind her like he would for a portrait.

"We complement each other quite well, if only my hair was darker." Sansa sighed, lifting up one of the braids and examining it.

"Your hair is the perfect color; it will remind them that you are a Stark and that we make up a pair that cannot be beat." Petyr replied, his eyes looking down and admiring her.

Her eyes wandered back to the mirror, catching a glimpse of his attention, "It is almost like the gods chose for us to pair off and continue their Game; maybe we will be the ones to take them down finally." The treason escaped her soft lips, as sweet as honey.

"Maybe." Petyr whispered, enjoying the beauty of his young bride.

She blushed and turned away, "S-should we start to dinner?"

"Shall I escort you, my lady?" Petyr asked, offering his arm. Sansa took it, finding comfort in their budding alliance and stealing a couple glances here and there, seeing how having a partner in the Game was invigorating the seasoned player and bringing out the prime of his years instead of the weariness.

_I can very easily learn to respect a man such as he_, Sansa thought with a soft touch to her lips, knowing her words to Cersei hadn't all been a lie this day, _Very easily indeed._

XxX

Petyr and Sansa found a comfortable routine over the next week, which went by rather quickly. She would be given time to herself for a morning walk while he worked after their breakfast, they would join again at the mid-day meal and spend the afternoon in a comfortable silence or light chatter before attending supper and sharing in an after dinner walk where they would exchange questions, getting to know the other further.

Her confidence grew with each day as the Lannisters became more confused by their budding alliance; with each biting comment they would make, the newlyweds were always ready with an even sweeter reply. They had each other's back and it was driving the court mad, especially Joffrey since none of his former torments worked and because Petyr never left her alone when they were at court which took away any chance the king had at cornering her.

The only thing she missed the past week was her alone time with Margaery. With all the plans needing finalization for the wedding and other duties of the court, the pair barley saw each other and when Sansa did get to see her at meals Petyr was always there and she couldn't pass along her thanks for the tea, though she had yet to put it to use.

Her blush colored her face as she moved Rook to his new cage. They had been sharing their marriage bed for a week now and, though they started off in their respected corners each night, Sansa found herself waking up curled to his side each morning. Thankfully Petyr had been asleep each time and she had sheepishly returned to her side in the dawn's light.

Their alliance was fortified beyond anything Sansa could have ever expected, she would even consider it more of a friendship now, but she still didn't feel ready to fulfill all of her duties as a wife quote yet. Though, she was finding herself enjoying the little sweet nothings of marriage.

Her childish smile touched her lips when she thought of the advice she had given him their first day as husband and wife and how he had followed through on it. He didn't kiss her on the lips as he had their wedding night, but he would dotingly bestow a chaste kiss on her cheek each morning and evening when he bid her whichever it was, usually with the title "Lady Baelish" or "little pawn" attached. She had gotten use to the tickle of his whiskers against her smooth skin and couldn't help but smile whenever he gifted her one now; it was a small gesture she looked forward to because it reminded her that she wasn't alone after all. Petyr was doing much to warrant her trust and following through on his promise to earn it, she couldn't have asked for more in a companion than a man who kept his word.

As Sansa petted the little kit, she found herself considering what it might feel like to enter into her womanhood, leaving behind her maidenhood forever. Her innocent curiosity began to consider how it all went about. Her intimate thoughts flushed her fac, feeling guilty for contemplating something so private and what she had come to see as improper for young ladies.

_But you aren't a maiden anymore, you are a wife, _her nose wrinkled and she shrugged, _well, you _are _still a maiden but you shouldn't be…_

"Is Rook settled?" Came a voice, making her feel caught.

Sansa rested her hand against her racing heart, trying to collect herself and hoping she hadn't spoken allowed, "Quite. My trunk has already been sent to the ship but I wanted to take Rook with me. I don't trust anyone to tend to him but us."

Petyr nodded, a small smile on his lips as she closed the door of the cage. Sansa reached next for a locket off to the side and began moving towards the mirror to put it on.

His brow furrowed, "Is that the one Joffrey gave to you?"

"Yes." Sansa smiled at her reflection, her hands resting against her chest and framing the small golden piece against her journeying outfit.

"Another one of your plans, I assume?" He crossed his arms, forcing his tone to stay even, as he moved to stand beside her. Jealousy simmered within him and he couldn't find the control he needed to squelch it completely.

Her eyes darted up, meeting those of his reflection's, "Yes." She repeated coyly.

"Am I allowed to know what you have planned?" Petyr pressed, looking to her from the corner of his eye.

"Do you tell me all of your plans?" Sansa countered, fixing a stray hair and straightening her collar.

Petyr smirked, knowing he would not get an answer, and inclined his head, "No."

Her lips pursed playfully and she took one last look at her reflection before she turned to the small drawing table and began drafting a short good bye, including a thank you for the tea, to Margaery.

"Another plan I am not privileged too?" Petyr asked, keeping to his place in the center of the room as he watched her move. He shifted from foot to foot, unnerved by her secrets but not willing to show it.

Sansa began heating the wax over the candle and sealing the letter, not saying a word.

Petyr just shook his head and took up Rook's cage, "There is a footman at the door, he can deliver the letter for you."

She tucked the note into her sleeve and gave an appreciative nod, "Thank you, Petyr." He returned her gesture and started out, "Petyr?"

He stopped at her beckoning and turned to her.

"Thank you, also, for trusting me." Her face flushed and her eyes began to lower, but she stopped them and forced herself to look at him, knowing he deserved to see that she meant every word, "I…I couldn't have asked for a better a-ally." She finished, holding her chin up to show her strength.

His lips softened and he nodded, "Nor I, I assure you. Shall we, little pawn?" His eyes shone as she grinned when the doting term left his lips.

She stepped up and took his arm, ready to face whatever the day held. One the letter was delivered to the appointed messenger, the pair continued out to the warm, summer day.

"I am afraid we will have to walk." Petyr explained, starting them down the path to the ships, "They ordered complete discretion surrounding our departure."

Sansa nodded, used to their demeaning Games, "It is a great day for a stroll." She replied positively.

Within the half hour, Petyr was offering his hand to help Sansa up the plank of the ship. He followed next, handing her the kit so that he could board with ease. Petyr took hold of one of the riggings and swung himself onto the deck effortlessly, appearing like the young man he once was. Sansa's eyes flickered with mirth, her lips giving away her pleasure; not only had she found a companion with a grand wit but she was also staring to uncover a unique handsomeness hidden beneath his usual calculating manner.

"This way." Petyr placed his hand protectively on her lower back, leading her to the decks below and away from the lustful eyes of those on board. His narrowed eyes warned the men to return to their work and they were quick to follow the unspoken order.

"You can have your pick." Petyr explained as he followed her down the stairs. Sansa covered her eyes, trying to adjust them from the sun to the lower deck's shade.

Her eyes wandered the small room once they had. There was a smudged window looking out over the cool sea where seagulls played out in the distance and two small beds with a table in the middle and a desk to the side. It was nothing grand but it would be comfortable quarters for the voyage.

"I had them carve into the desk here, so Rook's cage could fit securely." Petyr explained, taking the kit from her and placing him in his designated place. He retrieved the dangling leather strap from the side and moved it over the cage to be secured on the other side, "Now he won't have to worry if we hit any rough waters."

Sansa smiled, moving to one of the beds and sitting down, "Thank you, Petyr." She blushed and turned her eyes to the window, feeling foolish for how often she had thanked him today.

"You are welcome, my lady." He replied with an incline of his head, his hands resting together behind his back in his typical stance.

"Why are there two beds instead of one?" She questioned, doing her best to keep her voice steady. Though she gave her best attempt, her face gave her away.

"To takes up less space." Petyr answered, moving to look at the map on the table.

Sansa nodded, swinging her feet off her bed and letting herself get lost in her thoughts. The feeling was hard to explain to her reason, but it was almost as if the Lannisters were winning by separating them with the two beds. Her face grimaced, not wanting them to gain any more ground, imaginary or not.

"Am I allowed to know why you wore the Lannister locket yet?" Petyr quietly asked, his eyes still busy on the map.

Her fingers toying with the piece he spoke of, "I told Cersei that I would wear it for the length of the journey; to remember that my heart lies in King's Landing. I had to wear it to the ship in case she saw me at any point of our departure."

Petyr darted his eyes up to study her thought process.

She smiled, gazing out at the wide sea as she felt the boat push off the dock. Her hand tightened around the expensive trinket and she ripped the delicate chain from her neck in one fluid motion, holding it out before her triumphantly. Her heart pounded as the adrenaline surged through her veins; this was the final claim they had over her.

Standing, she made her way to the large window and unlatched one of the panes. Petyr watched in amazement as she held out the once treasured piece over the smooth water, which went down for at least a league, and released it from her hand without a second care, sending the locket plummeting to the bottom of the ocean.

She leaned against the sill, watching it disappear, "Petyr…" Sansa whispered the name tenderly, sighing contently and looking out to the sea-foaming waves, "Can't we just go and never come back?"

Petyr felt himself visibly tense at her question; he hadn't considered that move, not after all he had gone through to gain his standing at court.

His eyes wandered to the beauty, illuminated by the high sun; she looked like a masterpiece of the gods.

Could he give up everything – his earned titles, land, and power, his money and the ground he worked so hard to achieve in the Game – and be content by a life with only Sansa by his side?

_Yes_, his innermost thoughts said without needing to consider the question. He tapped the quill in his hand against the table, finding himself daunted by the revelation. It had been the thing that had scared him the night the Lannisters' had reconsidered his offer; this girl, who stood before him, could be the downfall of everything he had spent his life striving for.

"But, that is not how the Game is played." Sansa answered herself, her lips pursed and face defeated, "I am tired and think I will try to rest for a bit." She said, moving to the bed.

Petyr nodded, "I will wake you when our meal is brought."

Sansa spent the rest of the morning turned to the wall, her thoughts playing over everything that had happened that last month; news of her mother and brother's death, her betrothal and rushed marriage, her new status as a wife and, now, her journey to the Eyrie.

She pretended to be asleep when the meal was brought down and joined Petyr for a quiet lunch before browsing the books he had brought for the journey and playing with Rook for the remainder of her afternoon. Petyr left after their late dinner, giving her time to ready for bed in privacy and wash herself in the small basin.

Sansa was curled up in her small bed, her body facing the inner part of the room, when Petyr returned. He sighed, running his fingers back through his windswept hair and enjoying what little warmth the room provided.

Moonlight streamed in through the window as Petyr pulled out his night cloths and removed his formal ones, having gotten used to an additional person in the room when he changed.

Sansa watched as the light caught his scar. The compresses had seemed to help, she had seen for herself the strength return to the once pained master and the ease within which he moved about now, but each night she also saw him wince as he pulled the tunic over his head. Things were better, but not perfect.

She knew Petyr won't wake her to make up a patch for tonight but she had thought ahead and mixed up one before turning in, knowing he had come to appreciate the relief it brought.

"Petyr?" She called. Sansa saw him startle, having expected her to be asleep, "I made up a compress. It's in the jar, there."

"Thank you, little pawn." She could just make out his smile in the nightlight, "Now, go to sleep. It's late."

Sansa snuggled back into her blankets, trying to get comfortable on the lumpy mattress. Her eyes still lingered on his movements as he rubbed the salve into the old wound and moved to his bed.

"Good night." She whispered, tucking her hands under her chin and trying to ignore the chill of the room. Her thoughts turned as she remembered he hadn't given her his routine kiss good night and she found herself missing the gesture. She swiftly chided herself for becoming so dependent on something so silly and naïve.

During their afternoons and evening walks, she had truly come to see Petyr as her companion and protector. He didn't control her every move and she could trust he would be there if ever she stumbled, he also served as a constant remind to the men around her that she was not to be messed with and no one challenged him on it.

Apart from the benefits she gained as Petyr's wife, she found comfort in his presence, knowing she wasn't alone any longer, and pleasure in his entertaining wit and his fondness for her. She could feel her growing attachment to him and that concerned her; both because she had known better than to fully trust a man of King's Landing and because she was worried that he could be taken away from her like everyone else she had ever cared for. These thoughts battled within her, pushed off sleep.

"Sleep well." He replied, moving to his own bed.

Petyr lay awake, his eyes gazing at the colorless ceiling. He had gotten used to having her as a bed companion and the reassurance her presence offered; too quickly he had come to depend on her shifting to his side in the middle of the night before he could go to sleep himself. He wasn't sure he could fall asleep on his own after establishing such a routine now.

_It's going to be a long night_, he thought to himself, stiffening a sigh as he rubbed his eyes, _I don't even want to think what it will be like when we are forced to stay in separate rooms at the Eyrie. _

His ears perked when he heard rustling, "Settle down Rook." He ordered gently, thinking it had just been the kit waking up for the night.

"It…it wasn't R-Rook." Came the timid answer.

Petyr shot up at the unexpected voice by his side, his back pressing against the wall and his hand instinctively reaching for the dagger he kept by his bed. His hand relaxed when he saw Sansa standing next to his bed, wrapped protectively in her blanket and swaying back and forth with the ship.

Sansa worried her lower lip, knowing that she could only get away with what she was doing in the safety of the shadows. In the emptiness of the night, her fears of losing her one true companion had won out and she couldn't settle the fears on her own, she needed the sanctuary they had created.

"I…I don't want to be alone." She risked saying, her heart unreserved in the presence of her husband. Her eyes looked away as they filled with remorse, knowing she was giving up the first piece of her most intimate heart, one which could never be returned, in the night's stupor.

Petyr's shoulders dropped, having never expected her to admit the fear he knew her to have, especially after her harsh words in the woods.

"Oh, a-alright." Petyr hurried to say, knowing it was his turn to respond. He moved to the foot of the bed, not sure how to make it work.

Sansa didn't need to be told anything more and began crawling across the small bed to the inner side, refusing to meet his eye. She was humiliated by her childish nature, but she needed the security of her companion more that night. Petyr nodded, accepting her need to be protected and took to the outer part.

Sansa scrunched against the wall as Petyr tried to figure out the boundaries. He ended up laying half off the bed with his arm forming a makeshift pillow so she could have the real one.

"You can move over, if you like." She whispered, remembering the words he had mumbled aloud about not being able to sleep without her close by. Apparently he had known about her sneaking onto his side in the middle of the night all along, which made it useless to try and keep up the façade now. In the safety of their sanctuary they were free to admit their mutual need for the other's companionship, the shame of the morning could take care of itself.

Petyr looked to her face for confirmation before moving and stretching out his arm. Nervously she curled up to his side, her hand uneasily coming to rest on his chest and hanging over his side so as to make sure he didn't fall off.

"I'm sorry." She whispered, burying her flushed face into the crook of his arm.

Petyr smiled, resting his chin atop her head and bringing his other arm up to hold her securely, "There is no need to be. Ever. I will always be here for you whenever you need me." He whispered, moving to press his lips gently against her forehead in a drawn out kiss, "Always."

Sansa smiled, inhaling the familiar scent of his work and the sweet herbs of her compress. With her good night kiss given, she knew she could now fall asleep peacefully. Petyr listened to her even breathing, savoring the feel of her in his arms, and found himself following her lead and joining in the peacefulness of sleep.

XxX


	5. The Mockingbird's Heart
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Sansa was the first to wake, since she wasn't as used to the jostling of the boat as Petyr, who was still fast asleep. Carefully she leaned her head back to study him as he dozed.

Never had she seen him more at peace than in that moment. His face was smoothed of any worried crease, his mouth opened slightly as he breathed, his chest raising and failing in rhythm. The sunlight that trickled in caught the rich, raven color of his hair and Sansa's eyes wandered to where it met the snowy white which graced his temples. Though she knew he had seen long years, which the streaks on the side of his head could attest to, she wouldn't have guessed he was much older than Jon when she saw his slumbering face.

His eyelids tensed, his thoughts captured by a dark dream, and an urge overcame her to reach up and smooth away the imperfection, wishing to restore his previous solace.

"Shhh, shhh, it's alright." She whispered, her hand timidly reached up and caressed his face. A quiet sigh escaped his lips and he leaned into her touch. A smile pulled at her lips, feeling the fulfillment of bringing comfort to someone in pain, someone who would be all alone in life if it weren't for the exception of her presence.

Her eyes wandered to the thin tunic he wore, the scar's outline just visible, _You cut yourself off before they could wound you again. You've been alone so long, it must be odd to have me around now, _She thought, wondering what his dream was,_ The only thing you want but will never be able to have._

Sansa settled her head on his chest, closing her eyes and listening to his steady heartbeat. She heard the difference in pace when he began to stir, his body shifting to stretch his tired muscles. Instantly she felt him settle, thinking she was still fast asleep.

"Good morrow." Sansa greeted, wanting him to know she was awake.

Petyr hesitantly brought his arm up to rest carefully on her waist, which was covered by the old blanket, "Good morrow. Did you sleep well?" He settled back against the pillow, closing his eyes once more.

"Yes." Sansa nodded, brushing her hair from her face, "Petyr?"

He looked to her, granting her his full attention.

"I…I overheard what you said last night, about being separated when we are at the E-Eyrie." She took time to ease her voice before continuing, "Why will we have to be?" She chanced, knowing she had nothing left to lose after last night.

Petyr sighed, boldly reaching up and running his fingers through her tresses, "Because it will be safer for you that way. It is the one thing the Lannisters and I could agree on. Your Aunt is an…interesting woman. We knew each other as children and she will not take kindly to our match."

"Oh, alright." Sansa mumbled, knowing her Aunt most likely wouldn't take the news that she had married lower than her House well, not that Sansa could care either way but she knew that others took family status as the utmost of importance. She had found a worthy ally and that is all she cared about, "Can't I just go by another name and still be your wife?"

"That is the plan." Petyr answered, "I was thinking you could go by Alayne, Alayne Stone."

Sansa wrinkled her nose, considering the last name, "Won't she think I am your natural daughter instead of your wife with that name?"

"Yes." Petyr acknowledged begrudgingly, his lip tempted to sneer.

She sat up rigidly, looking at him like an indignant child, "Why can't I use a different last name and still be introduced as your wife?" Her face colored, thinking of two possible reasons for his plan: either he was ashamed to have her as a wife outside of the court, which would support why they had to elope, or he was planning to win Aunt Lysa's support by intimate means.

"It will just be safest for you if you appear as my ward." Petyr met her eyes, asking her to trust him.

Sansa signed and reluctantly nodded, "Will I have to dye my hair?" She asked, fidgeting with one of the small braids in her hair, "Surely she will be able to tell I share my mother's blood by the color of it."

Petyr reached up and lovingly tucked a strand back, "I would never ask that of you, you should know that."

"But that would be for the best, wouldn't it?" She quipped, "It would make your plan more believable."

He only sighed and took her hand protectively in his to give it a kiss, never had he wished for her to lose her auburn crown.

"Did you bring dye?" She continued, her tone distant and bordering annoyed.

"In the desk drawer." He answered reluctantly, his fingers ruffling his hair. Sansa tersely pulled her blanket around her and maneuvered off the foot of the bed, not appreciating his passive aggressive move and feeling used and left out in the cold.

"You don't need to dye it until we are closer to port." Petyr pointed out, sitting up and following her trek with his eyes.

She pulled out the small jar and held it up to the light, making sure the blanket was secured modestly around her so he couldn't see her slip, "Why wait? You have the plan already made up and we should start getting used to playing our assigned parts." She snapped impetuously, regretting not trusting her first instinct and keeping him at arm's length so as not to give her only advantages away. Her bare feet shuffled across the cold floor and she fell onto her bed, turning away from him in a huff, "We might as well get used to being separated and keep to our respected areas." She mumbled, tears beginning to bud in her eyes. Her anger pulled at her, telling her that she was foolish to allowed herself to become so attached to someone who was no more than an ally to her and for making their understanding so grey. He wasn't her friend; she shouldn't have tried casting him as such.

"I'm not the only one that makes plans on my own, little pawn." Petyr reminded gently, his voice carrying across the empty room to her as he remained on the bed, giving her space. He saw her shoulders hunch, caving in on herself in search of protection, "Sansa, if you only know how Lysa was—"

"I won't have anyone else at the Eyrie." She moaned to herself, acting her young age and allowing the fear of abandonment to overshadow her anger. Her face buried into her pillow, knowing she wouldn't be able to receive his routine gestures of comfort if they were acting as father and daughter and cursing herself for becoming so dependent upon the small acts.

"It's not as if we will be truly separated. You will just have a room to yourself." Petyr explained, having thought she would appreciate the news, "You can still come sit with me in the afternoons and we can go for our walks after dinner and—"

"I don't want to sleep on my own! Bad things happen at night." She whimpered, having lost control of her mask and given herself fully over to her emotions.

Petyr startled, unable to recall any night fits from her. Concern captured him, questioning what he had overlooked; he couldn't protect her if he didn't know what attacks she faced.

"I don't get them when I am with you…" She confessed, her voice quiet and broken. Her grip tightened on the blanket, knowing she could never be a true player. She was too weak and dependent on others; she would never be anything more than a pawn in the Games.

"You don't get what?" Petyr asked, pushing up from the bed and cautiously making his way to hers. He could guess what she was going to say but he wanted her to face the fear head on.

"The nightmares." She answered, her voice timid as she curled further within herself.

Sansa had been subject to them, as was natural, since her father's death, but they had grown worse since the news of her mother and brother reached King's Landing; the thought of their cold, lifeless bodies ghosted around her and she grew nauseous every time she thought of the desecration of their bodies which had once held such love and joy.

She had begun taking something before bed but she had forgotten the night of her wedding, which had turned out to be the first real night she had slept completely through without the assistance of a potion. Sansa had stopped taking the opium after that; now she would have to start it back up again.

Terror filled her as she felt the dark thoughts approaching the outskirts of her thoughts, foreshadowing the bloody death of those she had come to care for, like Margaery and Petyr. They now lay besides the phantoms of her dead family as the Lannisters stood above them, gloating and jeering.

Her tears burned at her eyes, her nails digging into her palms and her eyes sealed shut, desperately trying to escape the images.

"Sansa." She tensed at the caring voice, pulling away from the hand that reached out for her shoulder.

_Everyone will be taken away, the only ones that stay aren't finished with you yet and they will leave in the end too_, she thought cynically, the tears trailing her face and speaking of the pain she had suffered over her short life.

"Just because we are in different rooms, does not mean I have abandoned you." He comforted, again bringing his hand out to rub small circles in her back and wanting her to know he valued the trust she showed in him the previous night.

She settled at his touch and he leaned back against the wall, wishing to see her face, "I did not mean to make you feel left out; I only wished to protect you and this is the only way I can see how."

"Why won't she take kindly to our match?" She demanded, her breathing easing and reason returning. Petyr smiled, knowing she must be feeling better if her questions were beginning.

Sansa turned over, her face blotchy, "You said you would never lie to me." She warned.

"That I did." He nodded, looking to the window so he could choose his words carefully, "Lysa and I…" Petyr cleared his throat, his jaw grinding as his face warmed like a child's, "Lysa and I…"

Sansa burst into a mad fit of laughter, wiping at her blurry eyes and finding a distraction in his discomfort, "You were childhood sweethearts."

"Not per se. But…" He inclined his head, trying to find a way to make sense of what had happened, "She had feelings for me which I did not return. And…and in my youth I stupidly took advantage of them because I couldn't have the one I wanted."

Sansa thought for a second and turned with wide eyes to him as she hurried to sit up, "My mother."

"I'm not proud of how I acted." He continued, fidgeting with his cuff, "What I did…"

"How many times have you done what you did?" She asked bluntly, her curiosity peeking through and removing her previous fear. Her eyes were brazen, feeling like she had a right to ask, and she jutted her chin out, "Not just with Aunt Lysa, but others."

"Enough in my youth, when I was still trying to distract myself from..." He trailed off, unable to meet her eye, "But I grew up and the Game overshadowed any other desires I might have had. I've never been normal by traditional standards; unlike others that play, I can choose between power and women. I chose the former, as you could guess." Petyr ventured to meet her eye, "And, as I told you the night of our wedding, I was very selective and careful because I did not wish to father children I could not claim. You will never have to worry about having to raise a bastard; I wouldn't put you through that."

Sansa nodded, accepting his words, "Will you use…alternative means to persuade her then, if I am to be your daughter?" Her face colored but she continued to hold her head high.

"No, that is another thing I already told you I would not do and I will keep my word concerning that." Petyr replied, trying not to take offense at her words, "I will only present you as my ward to guard you against her jealousy, which can be volatile and unyielding when stirred. You must believe me that if there was another way, any at all, to protect you, I would have chosen it instead."

Again, she nodded. Her eyes lingered on his face as he turned away, wondering if he was considering asking her whether she was ready to consume their marriage or not. But the inquiry never came.

Instead, Petyr stood and moved to the table. Sansa dangled her feet of the bed, wondering how he could be so patient with her.

"We have at least another four days journey before reaching land." Petyr mulled aloud, his thoughts turning as he leaned over the map.

"Petyr…" Sansa tilted her head, studying his willowy form, "Have you ever wanted children?" She asked at random.

"Every man wants an heir to carry on his name." Came a practiced response, his eyes still studying the map.

"I didn't ask what other men want, I asked what _you _want." She pressed, going toe to toe with his stubbornness.

He sighed, his head looking up and lingering on the wall before him, "It's a hard question, Sansa."

"What's so hard about it?" She pushed, standing up and making her way towards him with crossed arms, "I would think a simple yes or no would suffice."

Finally, he turned to look at her, "Because, if things had gone the way I had wanted them to in my youth, you would be my child and I would be your father. That is why it is not such an easy question, little one." He answered honestly, his heart opening for her eyes alone.

Sansa's footsteps halted, unable to move further; she hadn't thought of it like that before.

"I—I've always wanted children." She hurried to change the topic, moving to Rook's cage to check on him.

Petyr's eyes remained longingly on her form, Sansa having forgotten to collect her blanket before moving. Even in the simple slip, her hair tousled from sleep and no jewelry to be found, she was the most beautiful creature he had ever beheld.

He was quick to advert his eyes when she turned back to him, the kit cradled in her arms, "I always hoped they would carry on my eyes, though I hope they have the darker Stark hair."

_They most likely will since my hair is dark too_, Petyr thought, not wanting to discourage her with the prospect of having his children.

"What do you hope they will look like?" Sansa asked lightly, feeling the calls of motherhood as Rook snuggled into her arm.

"I don't I have a preference." Petyr replied offhanded, not wanting his thoughts to linger on such happiness. Here he was, Sansa standing by his side as his wife and considering what their children might look like. Not only did he feel like he didn't deserve such pleasure, but he also worried such joy couldn't last long in the Game.

Sansa clicked her tongue, finding him as fun as Shae when they were guessing about the stories of the ships leaving King's Landing, "Fine." She replied, moving past him and back to the bed they had shared.

A small, satisfied grin touched his mouth, appreciating her companionship and knowing he couldn't not give into the small game that she wanted to play with him, "If they share in your beauty, I could ask for nothing more."

"You don't prefer a boy to a girl?" She asked, carefully approaching the subject again.

"Either would suffice." Petyr replied, leaning back and letting his eyes move from the map to the wall as he considered the daydream of a small girl with her mother's beauty and a boy who only shared the best parts of his father and the handsomeness of the Stark line.

"Will you use them as pieces in our Game?" She asked undauntedly, her voice the only sound in the room apart from the waves against the boat.

The dream came crashing around him and he remembered her desire yesterday to leave the Game behind them.

"I…" Petyr started, unable to construct a reply while his inner battle of wit and emotion raged on. A knock put an end to their conversation and Petyr beckoned for the knocker to come in, grateful for the interruption, once Sansa had concealed herself beneath the blanket.

"Breakfast, sir." The cabin boy said, placing the food on the table and making sure to keep his eyes away from the ship owner's wife, having been warned extensively by the crewmen to do so.

"Thank you." Petyr said, excusing him with a nod. Sansa moved to join him for the simple meal and they ate in comfortable silence.

XxX

The rest of the journey continued along the lines of the first day. Sansa began exploring the ship and taking a turn of the deck each morning, Petyr protectively by her side, and they would spend the afternoon quietly in the cabin, continuing their game of questions and getting to know the other. Petyr actually began considering what they would do to occupy their time once they were out of questions to ask.

Sansa always had concerns about giving him her heart, but what she uncovered during those days was that she already held the totality of his. She wasn't ready yet but she knew when the time came and she gifted what remained of her heart to her husband it would just be in exchange for his, solidifying the friendship and alliance they had worked to build.

On the last leg of their journey, Sansa set to dyeing her hair. Petyr was busy with finalizing plans on deck and went unaware of her venture. After she had finished, she nervously picked up the mirror she had stowed away in her trunk and moved to the window to see her work.

A small smile touched her lips, her finger questioningly touching the darkened locks.

Her ears perked when she heard the door and Petyr's footsteps, "We should be coming into port by the noon hour—"

She kept her face turned away from him, knowing her black locks now hung loosely over her back, appearing even darker against the white shift she wore

Petyr's eyes grew, his mouth agape, mesmerized by the halo the sun cast against her tresses and the picture she was standing before the window.

"W-what…what do you think?" Sansa asked, looking to him over her shoulder. Her teeth worried her lower lip, awaiting his response. She colored when she saw his admiring expression.

"You look stunning." Petyr unconsciously took a step forward, awestruck by her beauty.

Sansa looked away, not sure how to react to such attention, "S-so we will be in port tonight?"

"Yes." Petyr answered, clearing his thoughts with a shake of his head.

"Very well, I will ready my riding things." She said, moving to her trunk. Kneeling beside it, she gently opened her small jewelry box, "Am I…I mean, is it alright to wear my brooch?" She requested permission, her eyes softly looking up to him.

Petyr nodded, "I see no harm in it. It is my own symbol and will do nothing but show that I have acknowledged you as my own and taken you under my care, which was part of the original thought behind the gift."

Sansa nodded, letting her hair veil her flushed face, "I thought it best to ask."

"You are quite capable of making your own small moves, trust your instinct – it has gotten you this far. I will help you with the larger ones." Petyr advised, moving to ready his own things.

She sat back on her heels, watching him and savoring the last moment they might have alone together for a while.

"Are you ready for our next move, little pawn?" Petyr asked with a grin, feeling her eyes on him.

She sighed and pulled her dark vest over her shift, pinning her sigil above her heart, "Another step closer to winning and freedom."

XxX

The journey to the Eyrie was quiet. Sansa held protectively to Rook's cage as they followed the path to the menacing tower. She grew nervous as the castle grew closer.

"You needn't worry yourself so." Petyr leaned over and whispered in her ear, reaching out and giving her hand a light squeeze before collecting himself.

She nodded but her eyes only grew more when she saw the notched bows aimed at them as they entered the narrow pathway.

"Take heart, little one." He ordered, coming to a stop before the final guards.

"Who goes there?"

"Petyr Baelish and his ward, Alayne Stone." He answered. The gates were drawn up and the pair entered the old tower. Without escort, they made their way towards the throne room. Sansa pulled her cloak tighter around her, feeling the bite of the drafty castle and hoping Rook was warm enough.

"Are you ready, Alayne?" Petyr asked, his hand resting on the door.

Sansa took an uneasy breath and nodded. Petyr returned the gesture and pushed open the door, revealing the large, sparse room. It was nothing like that in King's Landing, but the throne was just as intricate and spoke of the power behind it.

"Uncle Petyr!" A small, innocent voice called out. Footsteps echoed down the grand staircase and a small boy threw himself into Petyr's arms.

Sansa's eyes tenderly looked on, noticing how Petyr doted on the small, sickly boy and presented him with a small token.

_He would make a great father_, she thought, coloring at the idea.

"Welcome back, Lord Baelish. I do hope you will stay with us for a while longer this time."

Sansa looked up to see a very stout woman making her way down the stairs, her eyes beady and her face permanently blotchy.

_Aunt Lysa_, she thought, noting the thick, auburn hair of all Tullys.

"I see you have brought a companion with you." Sansa tried her best not to wince under the woman's scrutinizing glare.

_So this is what Petyr was talking about_, she thought, agreeing with him as she tried her best to appear unfazed by her aunt's resentful demeanor and jealous eyes, _I thought coming as his ward would make her more agreeable not less._

"Yes, this is my charge, Alayne." Petyr introduced, chancing a touch of her back to let her know she wasn't alone.

"It is a pleasure to meet you, Alayne." Lysa's thin lips turned up in a smirk, knowing there was no need for titles where bastards were concerned.

"The pleasure is mine, Lady Arryn." Sansa replied, bowering her head and giving a poor curtsey to keep up appearances.

"Robin, why don't you show Alayne to one of the guest rooms in the east quarter? I have some things I would like to discuss with Uncle Petyr." Lysa said through clenched teeth, her narrowed eyes never once leaving Sansa's pretty face.

Robin hopped forward and took her hand, "Come along!" He quipped lightly, a crooked smile on his face.

Sansa looked over her shoulder as Robin led her towards the door. Petyr stood with his hands behind his back looking quite uneasy as he leaned away from Lysa, who was standing too close for comfort. The young girl found her eyes narrowing, a defensive spark of envy kindling within her.

Robin left her the instant he had shown her the dank room. Sansa pulled back the curtains, coughing as the dust stirred up. Next she set to pulling out her things, trying to make the lonely room feel somewhat acceptable.

A knock sounded as she was holding up one of her dresses before the broken mirror in the room, "You may come in." She answered, her eyes looking to the door she had first come through. Her brow wrinkled when she didn't see the door open, "I said you could come in." She called again.

"And I took you up on your first offer." A voice said from to her side, causing her to jump almost out of her skin.

"Petyr." She snapped, her hand against her racing heart as she saw him standing by an opening in the wall, a smug look to his eyes.

"I apologize, my lady." He replied, bowing his head and the grin giving away his insincerity and amusement at her expense.

"What are you doing? What is that?" She demanded, tossing the dress onto an old chair and moving towards him to explore.

"These rooms are adjoined." He explained, watching her study the hidden door and testing how perfectly it was concealed when shut, "I convinced Lysa to allow me the room next to yours, saying you were prone to nerves when you were in a new place and it might be for the best if I was close to you in case you needed me."

Sansa looked up through her lashes at him, her face etched in appreciation, "Thank you, Petyr."

"That," Petyr's smirk, gave way an additional perk, "and Lysa's room is on the opposite side of the castle."

She reached up and wacked his shoulder, her nose wrinkling as she made a face at his hidden motive. He could do nothing but laugh, his face beaming with high spirits.

Sansa light-heartedly rolled her eyes and moved to the window, watching the snow flurries make their way down.

Petyr watched her go, a ghost of a smile still on his lips. His heart had been consumed by her and he knew there wasn't anything he wouldn't do to keep her safe from harm.

His body began to ache, yearning to hold her in his arms. The only opportunities he had to were when they were slept; he was never so bold as to try it when she was awake.

"It has been a long day; I will leave you to rest and settle in." Petyr stated, breaking the silence.

Sansa turned to him and gave a small nod, her arms wrapped tightly around her to guard against the cold. Petyr inclined his head and began to take his leave.

"Will you leave the door open?"

He hesitated, his hand on the door, and smile bright, "Of course."

Once she was settled, Sansa found herself wandering towards the door between their rooms. She peered around the bend, looking for Petyr.

He sat at his desk, penning a quick letter, with a knowing grin on his face, "You can come if you so wish, you never need permission to enter my room, little pawn."

Sansa grew sheepish but started in at the open invite, her eyes looking at the elegance of his room compared to hers. If hers were the servants' quarters, his was the king's.

She took a turn, her eyes wide with wonderment. Petyr stopped his writing and leaned back to enjoy her curiosity, never tiring of her inquisitive nature.

Soon enough she had picked up a book and settled herself into one of the plush, velvet chairs near his desk, content with the quiet. Petyr resumed his work and the pair stayed as they were until night had fallen and they were called for dinner.

The meal was uncomfortable to say the least. Robin, who was placed at one end of the table, chattered almost insanely to himself while Lysa attempted every trick to keep Petyr's attention on her.

Petyr sat across from Sansa, stealing a glance whenever he could. He threw a playful wink at her as he took a sip of his glass and Lysa tended to Robin.

Sansa smirked, giving a light roll of her eyes at their shared misery. Never had she expected Lysa to dictate the entire conversation, leaving no room for anyone else to add input. It was exhausting.

She had never felt such relief than when dinner came to an end and Petyr suggested that they turn in for the night, giving the excuse that they needed to rest from the long journey. Lysa wasn't too happy with the turn of events but she accepted them as graciously as she could and bid them good night.

Petyr offered Sansa his arm once they were safely in the hall and escorted her to their respected rooms.

"Why is she so angry at me?" Sansa asked.

Petyr patted her hand which rested in the crook of his arm, "Because she thinks you are my daughter."

"Wasn't that the point?" She said, her voice echoing off the expansive walls. Her eyes nervously darted around, her voice growing quite, "I mean, that was our plan after all."

"Yes, but I hadn't counted on her being jealous that another had given me a child when she could not." Petyr explained, "I thought her years spent at court would have seasoned her to the idea that natural children are a given where lords are concerned, but I was wrong."

Sansa nodded, understanding now. Her aunt was still in love with her husband and the thought not only made Sansa nauseous but a tad jealous herself.

"I will leave you here." Petyr said, stopping before her door, "If you need anything, do not hesitate to wake me."

Sansa pulled back, caught off guard,_ why would he request adjoining rooms if we aren't going to sleep together?_

She nervously fidgeting with the handle, "C-can you leave the door open?" She asked, unable to meet his eye.

"Of course. Once you have finished dressing, you can open it from your side. There is a small groove in the stone, just pull it and the door will open." Petyr leaned forward and gave her her good night kiss, "Good night, little pawn. Sleep well."

"Good night." She whispered, watching him take his leave. Once she was inside, Sansa yanked off her scarf and began to undress, a sigh on her lips.

Her body stirred, recalling the jealous protectiveness that had sprung up within her when she witnessed Lysa's lustful attention towards her husband.

Sansa had wanted to spend tonight in his bed, in his arms; it was to be her way of getting the last word in and clarifying that he wasn't any ones but hers.

The thought shocked her and her hand hesitated over her brooch. Her eyes wandered to the mirror, growing unsteady as she took in her now womanly form.

"A-am I ready to be a wife?" She asked aloud, her disposition turned upside down. Sansa turned fully towards herself, pulling off her adornments and standing in just her thin slip, assessing herself.

Her face flushed, her confidence slipping as she harshly judged her tall form. Petyr had sworn to wait for her and her inexperience was starting to cloud her thoughts, telling her that she would never be good enough and could never please him.

Rook cooed quietly in the corner and she went to him, seeking comfort.

"I don't feel like I have to give myself to secure his alliance now." She confessed to her little friend, holding him up to her face, "But, does that mean I am ready to give myself to him?" Rook sniffed, his nose twitching adorably, and cuddled into her hand.

"Well, you are no help." She tsked fondly, giving him a final pet before putting him to bed. Her eyes wandered back to the mirror and she forced herself to stand tall.

"I am a Stark. I will not let my fears dictate what I do." She said, her head high as she sorted her thoughts and feelings.

Her smile grew when she realized she was truly ready to become Petyr's wife in every way; not because she was jealous of her aunt or wanted to solidify her alliance but because she wanted to be his and him to be hers, this day until the end of their days. He was her friend, ally and companion, and would soon be her husband in every way.

_I am ready_, she told her reflection, the confidence alight in her eyes. Before her courage could wane, she made her way to her trunk and retrieved the tea.

She curled her knees under her chin as she watched the small pot boil in the fire embers, impatiently waiting on it. Her nose scrunched when she added the herbal mix to her cup, turned off by the too sweet smell, and poured the water into. Once it had cooled, she drank the small concoction in one long sip.

Sansa coughed, feeling the herbs weigh heavy on her body as they descended into her stomach, "Better to endure the poor taste now than the pain later." She set to cleaning up the space and stashed the tea back in her trunk.

Her nervous footsteps started towards the door and she hesitated before the mirror. Her teeth worried her lower lip, feeling like a child in her simple shift.

As her thoughts turned, she remembered something and rushed to her trunk. When she had been unpacking, she noticed that one of Petyr's tunics had accidently been mixed into her cloths, which she had forgotten to return that afternoon.

In a fluid movement she removed her shift, the cool air rushed against her skin casting goosebumps along it, and pulled his night shirt over her head. His familiar scent filled her nose and she relished the comfort it brought, finding her nerve once again.

Her fingers sought to smooth her loose hair and she gave an affirming nod to her reflection, "I am ready." With that, her soft footsteps started once more towards the door, the butterflies threatening to go forth as she stood before the hidden passage, ready to sneak through.
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Petyr splashed the cool water on his face, throwing a handful against the nap of his neck before reaching for the small towel. He found himself staring at the secret door, wondering why he hadn't offered for her to stay in his room.

_Because you wanted to give her space_, he thought to himself, smirking as he tossed the towel aside and began applying the herbal patch Sansa had made before dinner to his scar.

He hesitated, wondering if that was truly the reason, _No, you did it because you wanted her to make a move of her own. You wanted her to seek you out and confirm your assumption of her growing trust in you, but she is not going to because you didn't give her an invitation too._

"It's going to be a long night." He mused, trying to ready himself for the lonely hours to come as he rubbed his eyes.

Petyr's ears caught the sound of the door shifting and he rushed to pull his tunic over his head. He let his eyes slowly wander up, controlling them so that he didn't appear too eager.

His nerves gave way when he saw Sansa standing shyly in the frame, her teeth worrying her lower lip and her feet shifting from side to side.

"Are you alright?" He asked anxiously, moving towards her and fearing something terrible had happened.

She looked up, tossing her dark hair back as she did so, "Yes, quite." She smiled faintly, trying to regain her confidence. Sansa could feel her heart beating in her ears, the blood rushing through her veins and making her sway.

"What's wrong?" Petyr pressed, knowing something was off.

Her large, doe eyes looked up to him as he stopped before her, "Nothing, I just…"

"Don't want to be alone?" Petyr finished for her, his tense shoulders easing when she nodded in confirmation. His hand ran back through his hair as he breathed a sigh of relief, "You can stay in here. Did you lock your door?"

Sansa stiffened a giggle at the fact that he had yet to notice her risqué choice in nightclothes and nodded again. The little thought lit up her eyes as she took the hand he offered her, her conviction solidified in the sanctuary of night.

Of course she had no idea how to go about anything really, but she was convinced now that Petyr truly wasn't skilled in the art of courtship, since he had yet to pick up on any of her attempts to flirt, and that made her feel on equal footing to him and bold enough to pursue her plan.

She stopped him as he went to release her hand and brought her other one up to hold his, "Petyr."

"Yes?" He asked, turning to her and still not catching on to what she was trying to convey. He was just content knowing no harm had come to her and that she was alright.

Worrying her lower lip, Sansa stepped closer. It was only then that he caught sight of what she wore.

"Is…is that my tunic?" He asked, his eyes narrowing and trying to see in the dimness of the room.

She nodded, taking a steady breath, "Petyr, I—I think I am ready."

His eyes studied her face intently, not sure what to make of her words. She smiled under his attention and dared a step forward.

"I'm ready." Sansa repeated. Daring a step forward, she gently pressed her lips to his.

Petyr didn't need any more encouragement; his hands cupped her face, deepening the kiss. Hers, which were shaking, rested against his chest; her body rush with the desire that she had first felt the night of their wedding.

Petyr pulled back, his chest raising and falling, and rested his head against hers, "Sansa, are you sure..."

"I'm ready." She whispered again, feeling what she said as she pulled back to look at him with her convinced eyes. Before he could protest further, she leaned in and kissed him again, her novice lips trying to mimic what he had done before.

Petyr took hold of her small waist, holding her close to him and giving into the ache he had felt for so long. Sansa smiled against his lips, following her instinct and moving her arms to wrap around his neck.

With ease, Petyr picked her up and moved them to the bed. Tenderly he sat her on the bed and stood over her, refusing to release her lips but not wanting to startle her by rushing things. This was something he had wanted for a long time; he could wait a few minutes more.

Sansa hesitantly reached for the hem of his tunic and pulled at it awkwardly. Petyr grinned and moved to help her, whispering to her bashful face that it was alright.

She looked back to him and her hand reached up to lovingly caressed his scar, longing to fix it for him.

"One day I will tell you the story." He promised, his voice hoarse with desire. Sansa looked up to him, her eyes trusting, and nodded.

"Are you sure?" He asked again, resting his head against hers.

Sansa nodded, her eyes determined, "I am."

"Do you trust me?" He whispered, his eyes drinking in the beauty of her face, knowing her answer would mean more than anything.

"I do." She smiled sincerely, bringing her hand up and cupping his face. Her eyes fluttered close as she leaned forward.

Petyr captured her lips again and she moved further onto the bed, beckoning for him to follow, which he did. Caringly he pulled the blanket over them, wishing to shield her from the cold as he pushed the hem of her tunic up her leg. Her heart raced at his touch, knowing that nothing would be between them soon. Petyr was quick to kiss her once more once it was off, keeping her thoughts elsewhere instead of her naked body, though his could think of nothing else.

Ever so slowly, Petyr eased her into what was happening. He waited for her to get used to their kisses before he moved to other passionate gestures, making sure she was enjoying herself and comfortable as they explored each other's body and moved closer to becoming one.

Sansa fidgeted with the button of his trousers, meeting his eye and letting him know this was what she wanted. Petyr assisted her and fondly trailed kisses across her face, getting her to smile.

Readying herself for the pain, Sansa took a fast hold to his neck as they kissed, her brow knitted. Petyr leaned back, a laugh coming from deep in his chest, as he brushed back her hair, "Would you like to stop, love?" He whispered in her ear, as if it were a secret just between them.

Sansa took comfort in his feathered touches, savoring the feel of their entwined bodies, "No." She turned to him and captured his lips.

With great care and affection, Petyr ushered Sansa into womanhood, tending to her every need and want. Their marriage vows were sealed, never to be broken from that moment on.

Petyr dropped his head into the bend of her neck, panting as the pleasure ebbed.

"That felt good. Really, really good." Sansa giggled childishly, bringing her hand up and running her fingers through her husband's hair.

It hadn't hurt nearly as much as she thought. _That tea does work wonders_, she thought with a content sigh.

Petyr smiled, nuzzling against her neck and placing a chaste kiss against it. He inhaled her sweet scent, feeling like he could ask for nothing more in life.

"I love you, Sansa." He breathed as he thought it, giving into his deepest desire before he could second guess the thought.

Sansa turned her head to him, her chest settling from her high, her smile beaming as she reached up and brushed aside his ruffled bangs.

"I should move, since I do not wish to squish you." He replied cheekily, moving to his side of the bed and folding his arm behind his head, his breathing still ragged. She instantly followed, curling herself to his side.

"Ahh, my lovely little pawn." He whispered, bestowing a kiss upon her forehead and holding her close.

"I think I might prefer Lady Baelish, actually." She replied, her embarrassment playful as she buried her face in his arm.

Petyr laughed, his delight filling every part of his being, and turned to her, keeping her safely in his arms and gifted her a kiss on the mouth. Sansa snuggled into him, her eyes growing weary.

He watched as she drifted to her peaceful dreams, taking his heart with her.

"Sleep well, little one." He bid, kissing her forehead lightly and settling himself to follow her lead, "Sleep well."
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Petyr was the first to wake and smiled when he caught sight of Sansa curled tightly to his side, still deep in her sleep. He rested his head atop hers, kissing it slightly, and relaxing into the soft bed.

He found himself weaving one of her now black curls between his forefingers; it was then that a thought struck him.

_I don't love Cat anymore_, he thought, breaking himself from the thing which had been the only constant over his life, _Sansa might look like her but I do not love her because of her mother; I love her because of who she is. _

The revelation both terrified hand rejuvenated him; he was finally free of the past. Petyr settled in next to his wife, finding the peace he had always sought for in their marriage bed.

The beauty in his arms began to stir. Sansa stretched out her arms like a cat and looked up to him, a pleasant grin on her face, "Good morrow, Lord Baelish." She said the name with a loving tone, awaiting his reply

"Good morrow, Lady Baelish." He smiled, having never thought he would appreciate hearing the formal title on her lips.

"What do you wish to do today?" She asked, moving to lounge across his chest.

Petyr brushed back her ruffled hair, sighing contently, "You can explore the gardens if you wish."

Her brow furrowed, her nose following suit, "Do you not wish to join me?"

"I am supposed to have a late breakfast with Lysa and the council to discuss their relations with King's Landing." He answered carefully, not wishing for her to feel rejected after last night, "I would much prefer to spend the morning with you, little one."

Sansa nodded, understanding that the morning always brought with it the Game's recommencement.

"I can join you after, if that is alright. Or you can wait for me to return." Petyr offered.

She considered his words but shook her head, "I think some time to myself this morning will be nice. But I would like you to join me after your meeting, if that is alright." Her nose trailed across his bare chest, being careful of his scar, before placing a kiss over his heart.

"As you wish." He replied, lovingly caressing her face. He smiled when she leaned into the touch and kissed his palm.

"Why does the morning always have to come?" She lamented, resting her head against his chest.

"If we didn't have to face the lows of life than we would never appreciate the highs." He answered.

"Will I be as wise as you when I am your age?" Sansa teased, her eyes playful as she propped herself up. Petyr laughed and good-naturedly flipped her onto the empty side, moving to loom above her and keeping himself propped up by an arm on either side of her.

"Did you just call me old?" He inquired, his brow raised. Sansa just laughed, burrowing back into the mess of pillows and looking coyly up at him.

His lips crashed onto hers and he pulled her close, never wanting to let her go. She kept chuckling and gently pushed him back but he didn't budge, "You are going to be late for your meeting."

"They can wait." His lips mumbled against hers before he picked up right where they had left off.

XxX

Petyr caught sight of her slender form outside the window, the snow floating down around her and catching in her dark hair. He couldn't help but smile like a fool, admiring how she looked like a true queen in every setting.

_She is a queen since she is the eldest heir of the North_, his strategic side reminded. Petyr shook his head, not wanting to see her as a play piece any longer. She was his partner in the Game, not a pawn any more.

"Lord Baelish, it would be best if you focus on the task at hand." Lysa snapped, her usually bulging eyes narrowed, "Your daughter will be fine. It's only snow."

He turned back to the room and inclined his head in an apology, knowing he had already pushed his luck by showing up late. The meeting went on for another hour before they called for a break until tomorrow morning.

Petyr was quick to excuse himself and kept his composure only as long as he was in their presence. Once he took to the stairs, his feet took off like a rabbit's and he rushed outside like a besotted youth.

He looked around, knowing he had just seen her pass before the window a few minutes ago, and wondered if she had already headed back inside.

The snowball that met the back of his head told him otherwise. He turned around, following the sound of her musical laughter.

Sansa bent over, unable to take the scene before her, as she continued to giggle.

"Oh, you think that is funny, do you?" He called. She looked up and nodded, her eyes closed as she continued to enjoy her happy fit.

Petyr scooped up a handful of snow from one of the small tree limbs and hurried to form it before throwing it at her, watching it make contact and spread across her black cloak.

"Aye!" She called, hurrying to return fire.

The two went back and forth for a while before Petyr just threw caution to the wind and started chasing after her, determined to catch her. Sansa squealed, feeling the weight of her shoulders lifted as she played.

Finally Petyr caught her in one of his arms, pulling her close as she continued to laugh. Carelessly he placed a kiss on her neck and held her securely against his chest, "You aren't going to get away so you might as well admit defeat now, Lady Baelish."

"Never!" She giggled, throwing her head back against his shoulder. Every time she attempted to free herself, his careful hold would tighten ever so slightly and she would savor everything his protective arms signified.

Shame was an unheard of emotion in that moment, for Sansa felt like she was where she was supposed to be all along. She eventually gave up her struggle and leaned back against his broad chest, content. Petyr nuzzled his head into her neck, enjoying how well she fit in his arms. She leaned up and caressed his head, knowing that everything was going to be alright.

If either of them had taken a chance look outside of their little sanctuary, however, they would have noticed an intrusive pair of eyes staring down at them from one of the lofty windows. A pair which was growing greener the longer Sansa and Petyr lingered in one another's arms.
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End file.
